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WHATEVER IS MINE IN THIS BOOK 
IS INSCRIBED TO MY WIFE. 

Z). G. X., 1861. 



PREFACE 

t dilate here oo tiie charge terieticG of the 
first epoch of ItalinD Poetry ; since the extent of my 
translated selections i> iufficteot to afford a complete 
^ of it. It* great besutiee may often remain uoap- 
praached in the versions here attempted ; but, at the 
•ame time, its imperfectioos are not all to be charged 
to the translator. Among thcx 1 may i 



limited range of sabjei 
well as to it« monotony i 
substitution of assonani 
much that is incompti 
pocTDS possess, in chei 
wJiich 



Ltinual obscurity, at 
the use of rhymes or frequent 
I. But to compensate for 
■ and inexperienced, these 
degree, beauties of a kind 
;ain exist in art ; and offer, besides, 
and variety in the formation of their 
metres. Nothing but a strong impression, first of their 
poetic value, and next of the biographical intere&t of 
some of theia (chiefly of those in my second division), 
would have inclined me to bestow the time and trouble 
which have resulted in this collection. 

Much has been said, snd in many respects justly, 
against the value of metrical translation. But I think 
it would be admitted that the tributary art might finda 
not illegitiniate use in the case of poems which come 
down to us in such a form as do these early Italian 
ones. Struggling originally with corrupt dialect and 
imperfect expression, and hardly kept alive through 
of neglect, they have reached that last and 
which the coup-de-grdcc has almost been 
dsalt them by clumsy transcription and pedantic super- 
tuucture. At this stage the task o( u\k\a^ ta.'itf^ 
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more about them in any language is hardly to be 
entered upon; and a translarioD (involving, as it does, 
the necessity of settling many points without discussion) 
remains perhaps the most direct form of commentary. 

The life-blood of rhymed translation is this — that 
a good poem shall not be turned into a bad one. The 
only true motive for putting poetry into a fresh Ian- 
gaage must be to endow a fresh nation, as far as pOB^ 
Bible, with one more possession of beauly. Poetry not 
being an exact science, literality of rendering is altc 
gether secondary to this chief aim. I say iiUrahly — . 
not lidelity, which is by do means the same thing. 
When literality can be combined with what is thus 
the primary condition of success, the translator is for- 
tunate, and must strive his utmost to unite them ; whett 
such object can only be attained by paraphrase, that il 
his only path. 

Any merit possessed by these translations is derived 
from an effort to follow this principle ; and, in some 
degree, from the fact that such painstaking In arrange- 
ment and descriptive heading as is often indispensable 
to old, and especially to " occasional " poetry, has here 
been bestowed on these poets for the first time. 

That there are many defects in these translations, 
or that the above merit is their defect, or that they have 
DO merit* but only defects, are discoveries so sure to be 
made if necessary (or perhaps here and there in any 
case), that 1 may safely leave them in other hands. 
The collection has probably a wider scope than some 
readers might look for, and includes now and then 
(though I believe in rare instances) matter which 
may not meet with universal approval ; and whose 
introduction, needed as il is by the literary aim of 
my work, is I know inconsistent with the principles 
of pretty bookmaking. My wish has been to give 
a Alii and truthful view of early Italian poetryi 
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poems possess, in their degree, beauties of a kind 
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more about them in any language is hardly to be 
entered upon; and a tramlatioD (involving, as it does, 
the necessity of ecttliog many points without discussion} 
remains perhaps the moat direct form of commentary. 

The life-blood of rhymed translation is thw— that 
a good poem Ghal! not be turned into a bad one. The 
only true motive for putting poetry into a freah laiil- 
guage must be to endow 3 fresh nation, as far as po^ 
sible, with one more possession of beauty. Poetry not 
being an exact science, literality of rendering is altoi 
gether secondary to this chief aim. I say lilfraSty— 
not fidelity, which is by no means the same thing 
When literality can be combined with what is thui 
the primary condition of success, the translator is foP* 
tunate, and must strive his utmost to unite them ; wbett 
such object can only be attained by paraphrase, that il 
hia only path. " 

Any merit possessed by these translations is derived 
from an effort to follow this principle ! and, in some 
degree, from the fact that such painstaking in arrange^ 
ment and descriptive heading as is often indispensaUft 
to old, and especially to "occasional" poetry, has hert' 
been bestowed on these poets for the first lime. 

That there are many defects in these translationl^ 
or that the above merit is their defect, or that they hart 
no merits but only defects, are discoveries lo sure to be 
made if necessary (or perhaps here and there in any 
case), that I may safely leave them in other handsi 
The collection has probably a wider scope than some 
readers might look for, and includes now and then 
(though I believe in rare instances) matter which 
may not meet with universal approval ; and who* 
introduction, needed as it is by the literary aim bf 
my work, is I know inconiialent with the principled 
of pretty bookmaking. My wish has been to gire- 
a full and truthful view of early Italian poetryV 



not to make it appear to con«ist only of certain 
dements, to the exclusion of others equally belonging 
to it. 

Of the diHiculties I have had to encounter — the 
causes of imperfections foi which I have no other 
excuse — it is the reader's best privilege to remain 
ignorant ; but I may perhaps be pardoned for briefly 
referring to such among these as concern the exi- 
gencies of translation. The task of the translator 
(and with all humility be it spoken) is one of some 
•elf-denial. Often would he avail himself of any 
special grace of his own idiom and epoch, if only hie 
will belonged to him ; often would some cadence 
«erTe him but for his author's structure — some struc- 
ture but for his author's cadence; often the beautiful 
turn of a stanza must be weakened to adopt some 
rhyme which will tally, and he sees the poet revelling 
in abundance of language where himself is scantily 
supplied. Now he would slight the matter for the 
music, and now the music for the matter ; but no, 
he muBt deal to each alike. Sometimes, too, a flaw 
in the work galls him, and he would fain remove it, 
I doing for the poet that which his age denied him ; 
I but no, — it is not in the bond. His path is like that 
I of Aladdin through the enchanted vaults : many are 
t the precious fruits and flowers which he must pass 
k by unheeded in search for the lamp alone ; happy 
L if at last, when brought to light, it does not prove 
I that his old lamp has been exchanged for a new one, 
I — glittering indeed to the eye, but scarcely of the same 
I virtue nor with the same genius at its summons. 
I In relinquishing this work (which, small as it is, 
I is the only contribution I expect to make to our 
I English knowledge of old Italy), I feel, as it were, 
I divided from my youth. The first associations I 
I have are connected with my father's devoted tit.>^w%. 
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which, from hia ewo pDini of view, have dcwe 
much toward* the general inTeatigation of D^tte't 
writings. Thus, in those early days, all around me 
partook of the influence of the great Florentine; till, 
from viewing it as a natural element, 1 also, growing 
older, was drawn within the circle. I trust that 
from thii the reader may place more conlideDce IB ftZ 
work not carelessly undertaken, though produced iirj 
the Ipare-time of othei' pursuits more closely followe^ii 
He should perhaps be told that it has occupied dit^ 
leisure moments of not a few years ; thus affordingt 
often at long intervals, every opportunity for conw* 
deration and rtvision ; :ind that on the score of care^ 
at leael, he has no need to mistrust it. 

NeverthelcBB, I know there is no great stir to be 
made by launching afresh, on high seas busy with 
new traffic, the ships which have been long outstripped 
and the ensigns which are grown strange. The 
feeling of Belt-doubt inseparable from such an attempt 
has been admirably expressed by a great living poet, 
in words which may be applied exactly to 
humbler position, though relating in his case t 
work all his own. 

" Still, wliai if I approach the aaguit sphere 
Numed now with only one name, — diBeiirwine 
That under current soft and argentine 
From iti fierce mate In the majestic mast 
Leaven 'd as the sea whoce lire was miv'd with glia 
in John's transcendent viBion, — launch once more 
Tliat lustre? Dante, pacer of the .hore 
Where glutted Hell diigorges filthiest gloom, 
Unbitten by Its whirring sulphur- spume — 
Or whence [he grieved and obscure waters slope 
Into a darknei« quieted by hope — 
Plucker of amaranths grown beneath Gnd'a eye 
la gracious twilights where His chosen lie,— 
I would do this 1 tf I «hon1d falter now I ... " 

(SfutM,, by RoBKRT Bbowhino, B. i 
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PART I 



POETS CHIEFLY BEFORE DANTE 



B 



THE 



EARLY ITALIAN POETS 



CIULLO D'ALCAMO 

Dialogue 
Xiover a*d Lady 

Hfi. 

Thou sweetly-smelling fresh red rose 

That near thy summer art. 
Of whom each damsel and each dame 

Would fain be counterpart ; 
Oh ! from this fire to draw me forth 
Be it in thy good heart : 
For night or day there is no rest with me. 
Thinking of none, my lady, but of thee. 

She. 

If thou hast set thy thoughts on me. 
Thou hast done a foolish thing. 

Yea, all the pine- wood of this world 
Together might'st thou bring, 

3 



CIULLO D'ALCAMO 

And make thee ships, Ifiid plough the sea 
Therewith for corn-sowing. 
Ere any way to win me could be found : 
For I am going to shear my locks all round. 

He. 

Lady, before thou shear thy locks 

I hope I may be dead : 
For I should lose such joy thereby 

And gain such grief instead. 
Merely to pass and look at thee, 
Rose of the garden-bed. 
Has comforted me much, once and again. 
Oh ! if thou wouldst but love, what were it then ! 

She. 

Nay, though my heart were prone to love, 

I would not grant it leave. 
Hark ! should my father or his kin 

But find thee here this eve, 

Thy loving body and lost breath 

Our moat may well receive. 

Whatever path to come here thou dost know, 

By the same path I counsel thee to go. 

He. 

And if thy kinsfolk find me here. 

Shall I be drown'd then ? Marry, 
I'll set, for price against my head. 

Two thousand agostari. 
I think thy father would not do't 
For all his lands in Bari. 
Long life to the Emperor ! Be God's the praise ! 
Thou hear'st, my beauty, what thy servant says. 



CIULLO D-ALCAMO 



She. 



And am I then to have no peace 

Morning or evening ? 
I have strong coffers of my own 
And much good gold therein ; 
So that if thou couldst offer me 
The wealth of Sal a din, 
And add to that the Soldan'a money-hoard, 
Thy suit would not be anything toward. 

He. 
I have known many women, love, 

Whose thoughts were high and proud, 
And yet have been made gentle by 

Man's speech not over loud. 

If we but press ye long enough, 

At length ye will be bow'd ; 

For siill a woman's weaker than a man. 

When the end comea, recall how this began. 



God grant that 1 may die before 

Any such end do come,^ 
Before the sight of a chaste maid 

Seem Co be troublesome ! 
I mark'd thee here all yester-eve 
Lurking about my home, 
And now I say. Leave climbing, lest thou fall, 
For these thy words delight me not at all. 



He. 



H, 



ethe 



g chali 



Thou haat wound round my heart I 
Ooly CO think upon thy voice 
I groan apart. 



CIULLO D'ALCAMO 

For I did never love a maid 
Of this world, as thou art. 
So much as I love thee, thou crimson rose. 
Thou wilt be mine at last : this my soul knows. 

She. 

If I could think it would be so, 

Small pride it were of mine 
That all my beauty should be meant 

But to make thee to shine. 
Sooner than stoop to that I'd shear 
These golden tresses fine. 
And make one of some holy sisterhood ; 
Escaping so thy love, which is not good. 

He. 

If thou unto the cloister fly. 
Thou cruel lady and cold. 
Unto the cloister I will come 

And by the cloister hold ; 
For such a conquest liketh me 
Much better than much gold ; 
At matins and at vespers I shall be 
Still where thou art. Have I not conquered thee ? 

She. 

Out and alack ! wherefore am I 

Tormented in such wise ? 
Lord Jesus Christ the Saviour, 
In whom my best hope lies, 
O give me strength that I may hush 
This vain man's blasphemies ! 
Let him seek through the earth ; 'tis long and broad : 
He will find fairer damsels, O my God ! 



V CIULLO D'ALCAMO 1 i 


] 


I have sought through Calabria, 

Lombardy, and Tuscany, 
Rome, Piea, Lucca, Genoa, 


All between sea and Gea : 


Yea, evpD to Babylon 1 went 
And distant Barbary : 


But not a woman found I anywhere 
Equal to ihee, who art indeed most fak. ' 


She. 
Ifthou have all this love for me, 


Thou canst no better do ' ' ^^^^ 


Than ask me of my father dear ^^^^| 


And my dear mother too : ^^^^| 


They willing, to the abbey-church ^^H 

We will together go, ^ 

And, before Advent, thou and I will wed \ I 


Atter the which, I'll do as thou hast said. M 


B 


' These thy conditions, lady mine, ^^^^| 

Are altogether nought ; i ^^^^| 

Despite of them, I'll make a net . ■ 

Wherein thou shah be caught. 1 


What, wilt thou put on wings to fly ? 1 

Of wax [ think they're wrought,— 1 

They'll let thee fall to earth, not rise with thee : " 


So, if thou canst, then keep thyself from me. 

J 

Think not to fright me with thy nets J 
And suchlike childish gear ; jl 


I am safe [lent within the walls ^^^J| 


Of this strong castle here ^^^^| 





8 CIULLO D'ALCAMO 

A boy before he is a man 
Could give me as much fear. 
If suddenly thou get not hence again. 
It is my prayer thou may'st be found and slain. 

He. 

Wouldst thou in very truth that I 
Were slain, and for thy sake ? 
Then let them hew me to such mince 

As a man's limbs may make ! 
But meanwhile I shall not stir hence 
Till of that fruit I take 
Which thou hast in thy garden, ripe enough : 
All day and night I thirst to think thereof* 

She. 

None have partaken of that fruit, 

Not Counts nor Cavaliers : 
Though many have reach'd up for it. 

Barons and great Seigneurs ; 
They all went hence in wrath because 
They could not make it theirs. 
Then how canst thou think to succeed alone 
Who hast not a thousand ounces of thine own ? 

9 

He- 
How many nosegays I have sent 

Unto thy house, sweet soul ! 
At least till I am put to proof. 
This scorn of thine control. 
For if the wind, so fair for thee. 
Turn ever and wax foul. 
Be sure that thou shalt say when all is done, 
" Now is my heart heavy for him that's gone." 



CIULLO D'ALCAMO 



If by my grief thou couldet be grieved, 

God scad me a grief aoon I 
I tel] tbee that though all my frieods 

Pray'd me as for a boon, 
Saying, " Even for the love of us. 
Love thou this worthlesg loon," — 
Thou shouldst not have the thing that thou do 
No, verily ; not for the realm o' the Po|)e. 
He. 
Now could I wish that I in truth 
Were dead here in thy house : 
My soul would get its vengeance then ; 
Once known, the thing would rouae 
A rabble, and they'd point and say, — 
" Lo ! she that breaks her vows. 
And, in her dainty chamber, stabs ! " Love 
itrikes just thus ; it is soon done, pardi 



If DOW thou do not hasten hence 

(My curse companioning). 
That my stout friends will find thee here 

Ii a most certain thing : 
After the which, my gallant sir, 
Thy points of reasoning 
May chance, X think, to stand thee in small stead. 
Thou hast no friend, sweet friend, to bring thee aid. 






He. 

Thou sayest truly, saying that 
1 have not any friend : 

A landless stranger, lady mine, 
None but his sword defend. 



10 CIULLO D'AIXAMO 

One year ago, my love began, 
And now, is this the end ? 
Oh ! the rich dress thou worest on that day. 
Since when thou art walking at my side alway ! 

She. 

So 'twas my dress enamour'd thee ! 

What marvel ? I did wear 
A cloth of samite silver-flower'd. 

And gems within my hair. 
But one more word ; if on Christ's Book 
To wed me thou didst swear. 
There's nothing now could win me to be thine : 
I had rather make my bed in the sea-brine. 

He. 

And if thou make thy bed therein. 
Most courteous lady and blandi 
I'll follow all among the waves. 
Paddling with foot and hand ; 
Then, when the sea hath done with thee, 
I'll seek thee on the sand. 
For I will not be conquer'd in this strife : 
I'll wait, but win ; or losing, lose my life. 

She. 

For Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Three times I cross myself. 
Thou art no godless heretic. 

Nor Jew, whose God's his pelf : 
Even as I know it then, meseems, 
Thou needs must know thyself 
That woman, when the breath in her doth cease, 
Loseth all savour and all loveliness. 



CIULLO D'ALCAMO 

He. 
ae ! Perforce it must be sai 
No craft could then avail : 
So that if thou be thus resolved, 

I know my suit must fail. 
Then have same pity, of thy grace ! 
Thou may'st, love, Tery weH ; 
"■or though thou love not me, my love i 
rhat 'tia enough for both — 



so? Learn then that I 
e thee from my heart. 
ar!y in the day, 
Come here, but now depart. 
By thine obedience in this thing 
I shall know what thou art. 
And if thy love be real or nothing worth; 
, Do but go now, and I am thine henceforth. 

He. 
Nay, for such promise, my own life, 

I will not stir a foot. 
I've said, if thou wouldst tear away 

My love even from its root, 
I have a dagger at my side 

Which thou may'at take to do't : 
3ut as for going hence, it will not be. 
O hate me not ! my heart is burning me. 



Think'st thou I know not that thy heart 

Is hot and burns to death ? 
Of all that thou or I csn say, 

But one word succoureth. 



12 CIULLO D'ALCAMO 

Till thou upon the Holy Book 
Give me thy bouDden faith, 
God is my witness that I will not yield : 
For with thy sword 'twere better to be kill'd. 

He. 

Then on Christ's Book, borne with me still 

To read from and to pray 
(I took it, fairest, in a church, 

The priest being gone away), 
I swear that my whole self shall be 
Thine always from this day. 
And now at once give joy for all my grief, 
Lest my soul fly, that's thinner than a leaf. 

She. 

Now that this oath is sworn, sweet lord, 

There is no need to speak : 
My heart, that was so strong before. 

Now feels itself grow weak. 
If any of my words were harsh. 
Thy pardon : I am meek 
Now, and will give thee entrance presently 
It is best 80, sith so it was to be. 



FOLCACHIERO DE' FOLCACHIERI 



■ FOLCACti 

I FOLCACHIERO DE' FOLCACHIERI, 
■ KNIGHT OF SIENA 

Canzone 

He divtlli an hii Condition through Loiic. 

All the whole world is living without war. 

And yet I cannot find out any peace. 

O God ! that this should be ! 

God ! what does che earth sustain me for ? 
My life seems made for oiher lives' ill-ease : 

All men look Etrange to me ; 
Nor are the wood-flowers now 

Ab once, when up above 

The happy birds in love 
Made such sweet verses, going from bough to bough. 

And if I come where other gentlemen 

Bear arms, or say of love some joyful thing, — 
Then ia my grief moat sore, 
And all my soul lorna round upon me then : 
Folk also gaze upon me, whispering. 

Because I am not what I was before, 

1 know not what I am. 
I know how wearisome 
My life is now become. 

And that the days I pass seem all the same. 



I think that I shall die ; 
Though 'tis no set dc 
Nor are my pair 
But to wear raiment see: 



SAINT FRANCIS OF ASSIST 



Cantica 

Our Lord Christ : of order ?- 

Set Love in order, thou that lovest Me. 
Never was virtue out of order found ; 
And though I fill thy heart desirously. 

By thine own virtue I must keep My ground : 
When to My love thou dost bring charity, 

Even she must come with order girt and gowned. 
Look how the trees are bound 
To order, bearing fruit ; 
And by one thing compute, 
In all things earthly, order's grace or gain. 

All earthly things I had the making of 

Were numbered and were measured then by Me; 
And each was orderM to its end by Love, 

Each kept, through order, clean for ministry. 
Charity most of all, when known enough. 
Is of her very nature orderly. 

Lo, now ! what heat in thee. 
Soul, can have bred this rout ? 
Thou putt' St all order out. 
Even this love's heat must be its curb and rein. 

1 This speech occurs in a long poem on Divine Love, hali 
ecstatic, half scholastic, and hardly appreciable now. The 
passage stands well by itself, and is the only one spoken by 
our Lord. 
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FREDERICK II. EMPEROR 



Ofhii Lady in Bondiige. 

FoK grief I am about to sing, 
Even as another would for joy ; 
Mine eyes which the hot tears deGtroy 

Are scarce enough for sorrowing ; 

To speak of such a grievous thing 
Also my tongue I moat employ, 

Saying: Woe's me, who am full of woes! 
Not while I live shall my sighs cease 
For her in whom my heart found peace ; 

I am become like unto those 
That cannot sleep for weariness, 

Now r have lost my crimson rose. 

And yet I will not call her lost; 

She is not gone oot of the earth ; 

She is but girded with a girth 

Of hate, that clips her in hke frost. 

Thus says she every hoiu" almost: — 

" When I was born, 'twas an ill birth ! 
O that I never had been born. 
If lam still to falUslci 
Weeping, and when I wake to weep 
If he whom I most loathe and scorn 
Is still to have me his, and keep 
" (niling about nie night and morn \ 



l_ 



■eep ; I 

A 
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Cantica 

Our Lord Christ : of order?' 

Set Love in order, thou that lovest Me. 
Never was virtue out of order found ; 
And though I fill thy heart desirously. 

By thine own virtue I must keep My ground : 
When to My love thou dost bring charity, 

Even she must come with order girt and gowned. 
Look how the trees are bound 
To order, bearing fruit ; 
And by one thing compute, 
In all things earthly, order's grace or gain. 

All earthly things I had the making of 

Were numbered and were measured then by Me; 
And each was order'd to its end by Love, 

Each kept, through order, clean for ministry. 
Charity most of all, when known enough. 
Is of her very nature orderly. 

Lo, now ! what heat in thee. 
Soul, can have bred this rout ? 
Thou putt' St all order out. 
Even this love's heat must be its curb and rein. 

1 This speech occurs in a long poem on Divine Love, hali 
ecstatic, half scholastic, and hardly appreciable now. The 
passage stands well by itself, and is the only one spoken by 
our Lord. 

16 



FREDERICK II. EMPEROR T 


C^N^QNt ^^yl 


Of hU Lady in Bondage. ^^^^^| 


FoK grief I am about to sing, 1 


Even as another would for joy ; 


Mine eyes which the hot tears dehtroy , 
Are scarce enough for sorrowing ; 


To speak of such a grievous thing 


Also ray tongue t must employ, 


Saying : Woe's me. who am full of woes ! 


Not while I live shall my sighs cease i 


For her in whom my heart found peace : 


I am become like unto those 


That cannot sleep for weariness. 


Now I have lost my crimson rose. ^^M 


And yet I will not call her lost ^^| 


She is not gone out of the earth ; ^^^H 


She ii but girded with a girth ■ 


Of hate, that clips her in like frost. 


Thus says she every hour almost: — 


" When I was born, 'twas an ill birth \ 


O that I never had been born, 


If lam still to fall asleep 


Weeping, and when I wake to weep ; 


If he whom I most loathe and scorn 


Ib still to have me his, and keep 


\ Smiling about me night and morn ! 



FREDERICK II. 

" O that 1 never had been born 

A woman ! a poor, helpless faol. 
Who can but stoop beneath the rule 

Of him she needs must loathe and scoi 

If ever I feel less forlorn, 

I stand all day in fear and dule, 

Lest he discern it, and with rough 
Speech mock at me, or with his smile 
So hard you scarce could call it guile. 

No man is there to say, 'Enough.' 
O, but if God waits a long while. 

Death cannot always staod aloof! 

" Thou, God the Lord, doat know al! this : 
Give me a little comfort then. 
Him who is worst among bad men 

Smite thou for me. Those limbs of his 

Once hidden where the sharp worm is, 
Perhaps I might see hope again. 

Yet for a certain period 

Would I seem like as oae that saith 
Strange things for grief, and murmureth 

With smitten palms and hair abroad ; 
Still wbisperiog under my held breath, 

' Shall I not praise Thy name, O God ? ' 

" Thou, God the Lord, dost know all this : 
It is a very weary thing 
Thus to be always trembling: 

And till the breath of his life cease. 

The hate in him will but increase. 
And with his hate my suflering. 

Each morn I hear his voice bid them 
That watch me, to be feithfiil spies 
Lest I go forth and see the skies ; 

Each night, to each, he saith the same ;— 
And in my soul and in mine eyes 

There is a burning heat like flame." 



1 



ENZa, KING OP SiUroiNIA 

Thus grieves she now ; but she Hhall we 
This love of mine, whereof I Bpuke, 
About her body for a cloak. 
And for a garland in her hair, 
Even yet : because I mean to prove. 
Not to speak only, this my love. 



ENZO, KING OF SARDINIA 



On the Fim 



re/S^uOi 



Trerb is a time to mount; to humble thee 
A time ; a. time to talk, and hold thy peace; 
A cime ID labour, and a time to cease ; 

A time to take thy measures patiently ; 

A time to watch what Time's next atep may bc'j ' 
A time to make light count of menaces, ' ' 
And to think over them a time there is ; 

There ia a lime when to seem not to see. 

Wherefore 1 hold him well-adTised and sage 

Who evermore keeps prudence facing him. 

And lets his life elide with occasion ; 

And so comports himself, through youth to age, 
That never any man at any time 

Can say, Not thus, but thus thou shouldathave 
done. 



FREDERICK II. 

" O that I never had been born 

A woman ! a poor, hdplees fool, 
Who can but stoop beneath ihe rule 

Of him she needs muM loaihe and scon 

If ever I feellesa forlorn, 

I stand all day in fear and dule, 

Lest he diecern it, and with rough 
Speech mock at me, or with hia smi 
So hard you scarce could call it guil' 

No man is there to aay, ' Enough.' 
O, but if God waits a long while. 

Death caouot always stand aloof i 



Him who is worst among bad men 
Smile thou for me. Those Uraba of his 
Once hidden where the sharp worm is, 

Perhaps I might see hope again. 
Yet for a certain period 

Would I seem like as one that saich 

Strange things for grief, and murmureth 
With smitten palms and hair abroad : 

Still whispering under my held breath, 
' Shali I not praise Thy name, O God > ' 

"Thou, God the Lord, dost know all this: 
It is a very weary thing 
Thus to be always trembling : 

And till the breath of his life cease. 

The hate in him will but increase. 
And with his hate my suffering. 

Each raom I hear his voice bid them 
That watch me, lo be faithful spies 
Lest I go forth and see the skies ; 

Each night, to each, he eaith the same (— 
And in my soul and in mine eyes 

There is a burning heat Hie flame." 



^ 



ENZOl KING OP SARDINIA 

Thaa grieves she now ; but she ahall wei 
This love of mine, whereof T spoke, 
About her body for a cloak. 
And for a garland in her hair. 
Even yet : because I mean to prove. 
Not to Bpeak only, this my love. 



ENZO, KING OF SARDINIA 



On the Filniss of Sraions. 

Thkks ia a time to mount ; to humble thee 
A time i a time to talk, and hold thy peace; 
A time to labour, and a time to cease; 

A time to take thy measures patiently ; 

A time lo watch what Time's next step may be ; 
A time to make light count of menaces. 
And to think over them a time there is ; 

There ia a time when to seem not to see. 

Wherefore I hold him well-advised and sage 

Who evermore keeps prudence facing him. 

And lets his life slide with occasion ; 

And so comports himself, through youth to age. 
That never any man at any time 

Cao say, Not thus, but thus thou shouldst hai 
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GUIDO GUINICELLI 

I. Sonnet 
Concerning Lucy, 

When Lucy draws her mantle round her face, 
So sweeter than all else she is to see. 
That hence unto the hills there lives not he 

Whose whole soul would not love her for her graoe. 

Then seems she like a daughter of some race 
That holds high rule in France or Germany. : 
And a snake's head stricken off suddenly 

Throbs never as then throbs my heart to embrace 

Her body in these arms, even were she loth ; — 
To kiss her lips, to kiss her cheeks, to ktsa 
The lids of her two eyes which are two flames. 
Yet what my heart so longs for, my heart blames : 
For surely sorrow might be bred from this 

Where some man's patient love abides its growth. 



6D1DO' CUINICEIiLT 



Of the genlU HiarU 



H the gentle heart Lore alielters him, 
As birds within the green shade of the grove. 
lefore the gentle heart, in Nature's scheme, 
\ Love was not, nor the gentle heart ere Love. 
I For with the sun, at once, 

j-So sprang the light immediately ; nor was 
il Its birth before the sun's. 

I And Love hath his effect in geotleocss 
Of very self; 



■vi 



The (ire of Love comes to the gectle heart 

Like as its virtue to a precious stone ; 

To which DO Blar its influence can impart 

Till it ia made a pure thing by the sun ; 

For when the sun hath emit 
From out its essence that which there was vile, 

The star endoweth it. 
And so the heart created by God's breath 

Pure, true, and clean from guile, 
A woman, like a star, enamoureth. 

jIn gentle heart Love for like reason 3 

For which the lamp's high flame is fann'i 

Clear, piercing bright, it shines for its own bliss 
I Nor would it burn there else, it is so proud, 

"With Love as it were water met with fire, 

As cold abhorring heat. 
Through gende heart Love doth a track divine. 

Like knowing like ; the same 
As diamond runs through iron in the mine. 
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The sun strikes full upon the mud all day ; 

It remains vile, nor the sun's worth is less. 
" By race I am gentle," the proud man doth say : 
He is the mud, the sun is gentleness. 
Let no man predicate 
That aught the name of gentleness should have. 

Even in a king's estate. 
Except the heart there be a gentle man's. y 

The star-beam lights the wave, — 
Heaven holds the star and the star's radiance. 

God, in the understanding of high Heaven, 

Burns more than in our sight the living sun ; 
There to behold His Face unveil'd is given ; 

And Heaven, whose will is homage paid to One, 

Fulfils the things which live 
In God, from the beginning excellent. 

So should my lady give 
That truth which in her eyes is glorified, 

On which her heart is bent. 
To me whose service waiteth at her si4e. 

My lady, God shall ask, " What dared'st thou ? " 

(When my soul stands with all her acts review'd) ; 
" Thou passed* st Heaven, into My sight, as now. 
To make Me of vain love similitude. 
To Me doth praise belong. 
And to the Queen of all the realm of grace 

Who endeth fraud and wrong." 
Then may I plead : ** As though from Thee he came, 

Love wore an angel'a face: 
Lord, if I loved her, count it not my ahame." 



. . I - 1 
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III. Sonnet 
He wUl praise his Lady* 

Yea, let me praise my lady whom I love, 
Likening her unto the lily and rose : 
Brighter than morning star her visage glows ; 

She 18 beneath even as her Saint above : 

She is as the air in summer which God wove 
Of purple and of vermilion glorious ; 
As gold and jewels richer than man knows. 

Love's self, being love for her, must holier prove. 

Ever as she walks she hath a sober grace. 

Making bold men abash'd and good men glad ; 
If she delight thee not, thy heart must err. 

No man dare look on her his thoughts being base : 
Nay, let me say even more than I have said \ — 
No man could think base thoughts who look'd 
OQ her. 



GUIDO GUINICELU 



Ncpero 



■s hU Raihnc. 



; but has 



With such exceeding force the siroke 



I HOLD him, verily, of mean emprise, 

Whose rashness lempts a strength loo great to b 
As I have done, alas ! who turn'd mine eyes 
Upon those perilous eyes of the most fair. 

Unto her eyee I bow'd; 
No need her other beauties in that hour 

Should aid them, cold and proud : 
As when the vassals of a mighty ford, 

What time he needs his power, 
Are all girt round him to make strong his sword. 

IE dealt, 
6 path might not be stay'd; 
But deep into the heart it pierced, which fclt 

The pang of the sharp wound, and waxM afraid | 
Then rested in strange wise, 
As when some creature utterly outworn 

Sinks into bed and lies. 
And she the while doth in no manner care. 

But goes her way in scorn. 
Beholding herself alway proud and fair. 

And she may be as proud as she sliall please. 

For she is still the fairest woman found : 
A sun she seems among the reel ; and theKe 

Have all their beauties in her splendour drown' d. 

In her is every grace, — ■ 
Simplicity of wisdom, noble speech, 

Accomplish'd loveliness ; 
All earthly beauty is her diadera. 

This truth my song would teach ,- 
My lady is of ladies chosen gem. 



OUIDO GOmiCELLl a 

Love to my lady's eervke yieldeth me,^ 
Will I, or will I not, the thing is so, — 
Nor other reaGon can I say or sec, 

Except that where it lists the wind doth blow. ' 

He rules and gives no sign ; 
Nor once from her did show of love upbuoy 

This passion which is mine. 
It is because her virtue's strength and stir 

So fill her full of joy 
That 1 am glad to die for love of her. 



Of MnJ/'n 



and Tokr, 



E ibat has grown to wisdom hurries not, 

But thinks" and weighs what Reason bids him do ; 
And after thinking he retains his thought 

Until as he conceived the fact ensue. 
Let no man to o'erweening pride be wrought. 

But couot his state as Fortune's gift and due. 
He is a fool who deems that none has sought 

The truth, save he alone, or knows it true. 
Many strange birds are on the air abroad, 

Nor all are of one flight or of one force. 

But each after his kind dissimilar : 

To each was portion'd of the bieath of God, 

Who gave them divers instincts from one source. 
Then judge not thou thy fellows what they arc. 



OUIDO GUmiCELLt 



Of Human Presumption. 
Among ray ihoughts 1 couDt it wonderful, 

How foolishness in man should be so rife 

That masterly he wkes the world to wife, 
As though no end were set unto his rule : 
la labour alway that his ease be full. 

As though there never were another. life ; 

Til! Death throws all his order into strife, 
And round his head his purposes doth pull. 
And evermore one sees the other die, 

And sees how all conditions turn to change, 

Yet in no wise may the blind wretch be heal'd. 

I therefore say, that sin can even estrange 
Man's very sight, and his heart satisfy 

To live as lives a sheep upon the field. 

GUERZO DI MONTECANTI 



mi 



tofh^a 



vlth hh Tim 



If any man would know the very cause 
Which makes me to forget my speech 
All the sweet songs I sang in other time, — 

1 hourly have beheld how good withdraws 
To nothing, and how evil mounts the while 
Until my heart is gnaw'd as with a file. 

Nor aught of this world's worth is what it was 

At last there i« no other remedy 
But to behold the universal end ; 
And so upon this hope my though 

To whom, since truth is sunk and dead 

There has no other part or prayer remain'd. 
Except of seeing ihe world's self submerged. 






urged 



FREDERICK n. EMPEROR 



OJhU Lady in Bondage. 

For grief I am about to sing, 
liven as another would for joy ; 
Mine eyes which the hot tears destroy 

Are scarce enough for sorrowiog ; 

To speak of such a grievous thing 
A]so my tongue I must employ, 

Saying: Woe's me, who am full of woes! 
Not while I live shall my sigha cease 
For her in whom my heart found peace : 

I am become like unto those 

That cannot sleep for weariness, 

Now I have lost my crimson rose. 



She is but girded with a girth 
Of hate, that clips her in like frost. 
Thus says she every hour almost; — 

" When I was born, 'twas an ill birth \ 
O that I never had been born, 
If I am still to fall asleep 
Weeping, and wheo I wake to weep ; 
If he whom I most loathe and scorn 
Is still to have roe his, and keep 
iSmiling about me oight and morn ! 
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And put to silence, — by some loud-mouth'd mime^ I 
Perchance, for whom I speak not in this rhyme. 

Strive what ye can ; and if ye cannot all, 

Yet should not your hearts fall : 

The fruit commends the flower in God's good time. 

(For without fruit, the flower delights not God) : 
Wherefore let him whom Hope 

Puts off, remember time is not gone by. 
Let him say calmly : " Thus far on this road 
A foolish trust buoy'd up 

My soul, and made it like the butterfly 

Burn'd in the flame it seeks : even so was I : 
But now ni aid myself; for still this trust, 
I find, falleth to dust : 

The fish gapes for the bait-hook, and doth die." 

And yet myself, who bid ye do this thing, — 
Am I not also spurn'd 

By the proud feet of Hope continually ; 
Till that which gave me such good comforting 
Is altogether turn'd 

Unto a fire whose heat consumeth me ? 

I am 80 girt with grief that my thoughts be 
Tired of themselves, and from my soul I loathe 
Silence and converse both ; 

And my own face is what I hate to see. 

Because no act is meet now nor unmeet. 
He that does evil, men applaud his name. 
And the well-doer must put up with shame : 

Yea, and the worst man sits in the best seat. 



ENZa KING OP SAKDIHIA 

Thus grieves she now ; but she shall we 
This love of mine, whereof I spoke, 
About her body for a cloak, 
And for a garland in her hair. 
Even yet : because 1 mean to prove, 
Not to speak only, this my love. 



I ENZO, KING OF SARDINIA 
^^■p On the Fitness of Seaseni. 



E is a time to moant ; to humble thee 
time ; a time to talk, and hold thy peace;'] 
time to labour, and a lime to cease ; 
A time to take thy measures patiently ; 

time to watch what Time's next step may be^ 
A time to make light count of menaces, 
And to think over them a time there is ; 

Wherefore I hold him well-advised and sage 
Who evermore keepi prudeni* facing him, 
And lets his life slide with occasion ; 
And so comports himself, through youth to age. 
That never any man at any time 

Can eay. Not thus, but thus thou shouldst have 



SAINT FRANCIS OF ASSISI 



Cantica 

Our Lord Christ : of order .^ 

Set Love in order, thou that lovest Mc. 
Never was virtue out of order found ; 
And though I fill thy heart desirously. 

By thine own virtue I must keep My ground : 
When to My love thou dost bring charity, 

Even she must come with order girt and gown'd. 
Look how the trees are bound 
To order, bearing fruit ; 
And by one thing compute, 
In all things earthly, order's grace or gain. 

All earthly things I had the making of 

Were number'd and were measured then by Mc; 
And each was order'd to its end by Love, 

Each kept, through order, clean for ministry. 
Charity most of all, when known enough. 
Is of her very nature orderly. 

Lo, now ! what heat in thee. 
Soul, can have bred this rout ? 
Thou putt' St all order out. 
Even this love's heat must be its curb and rein. 

^ This speech occurs in a long poem on Divine Love, hali 
ecstatic, half scholastic, and hardly appreciable now. The 
passage stands well by itself, and is the only one spoken by 

our Lord. 
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Ofhh Lady in Bondage. 

For grief I am about to sing, 
Even as another would for joy ; 
Mine eyes which the hot tears destroy 

Are scarce enough for florrbwiog ; 

To speak of such a grievous thing 
Also my tongue 1 must employ, 

Saying ; Woe's me, who am full of woes ! 
Not while I live sha!l my sighs cease 
For her in whom my heart found peace : 

I am become like unto those 
That caQQOt sleep for weariness, 

Now I have lost my crimson rose. 

And yet I will not call her lost ; 

She is not gone out of the earth ; 

She is but girded with a girth 

Of hate, that clips her in like frost. 

Thus says she every hour almost: — 

"When I was born, 'twas an ill birth ! 
O that I never had been born. 
If I am still to fall asleep 
Weeping, and when I wake to weep ; 
If he whom I most loathe and scorn 
Is still to have me his, and keep 
Smiling about me night and morn I 



FREDERICK II. 

■' O that I never had been born 

A woman ! a poor, helpless fool. 
Who can but atoop beneath ihe rule 

Of him she needi must loathe and scorn ! 

If ever I feel less forlorn, 

I Btaod all day in fear and dule, 

Lest he discern it, and with rough 
Speech mock at me, or with his smile 
So hard you scarce could call it guile. 

No man ia there to say, ' Enough.' 
O, but if God waits a long while. 

Death cannot always stand aloof! 

" Thou, God the Lord, dost know all this : 
Give me a little comfort then. 
Him who is worst among bad men 

Smite thou for me. Those limbs of his 

Once hidden where the sharp worm is, 
Perhaps I might see hope again. 

Yet for a certain period 

Would I seem like as one that aaith 
Strange things for grief, and murmureth 

With smitten palms and hair abroad ; 
Still whispering under my held breath, 

' Sball I not praise Thy name, O God ? ' 

"Thou, God the Lord, dost know all this; 
It is a very weary thing 
Thus to be always trembling : 

And till the breath of hiB life cease. 

The hate in him will but increase. 
And with his hate my suffering. 

Each mom I hear his voice bid them 
That watch me, to be faithful spies 
Lest I go forth and lee the akies j 

Each night, to each, he saith the lame ;-^— 
And in my soul and in mine eyes 

There is a burning heat like tlame." 



EHZa KING OP SARDINIA 

Thus grieves she now ; but she shall we 
This love of mine, whereof I spoke. 
About her body for a cloak, 
And for a garland in her hair. 
Even yet : becauee I mean to prove. 
Not to apeak only, this my love. 



ENZO, KING OF SARDINIA 



On the Fitneii of Stasoni. 

There is a time to mount ; to humble thee 
h. time ; a time to talk, and hold thy peace; 
A. time to hbour, and a time to cease; 
A time to take thy measures patiently ; 
A time to watch what Time's next step may bej 
A time to make light count of menaces. 
And to think over them a time there is ; 
There is a lime when to seem not to see. 
Wherefore I ho!d him well-advised and cage 
Who evermore keeps prudence facing him, 
And lets hie life alide with occasion ; 
And so comports himscll, through youth to age. 
That never any man at any time 

Can Gay, Not thus, but thus thou shouldat hai 
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II. Canzonetta 

Of his Ladyy and of her Portrait, 

Marvellously elate, 

Love makes my spirit warm 
With noble sympathies ; 
As one whose mind is set 
Upon some glorious form, 
To paint it as it is ; — 
I verily who bear 
Thy face at heart, most fair, 
Am like to him in this. 

Not outwardly declared. 
Within me dwells enclosed 
Thine image as thou art. 
Ah ! strangely hath it fared ! 
I know not if thou know'st 
The love within my heart. 
Exceedingly afraid, 
My hope I have not said. 

But gazed on thee apart. 

Because desire was strong, 
I made a portraiture 

In thine own likeness, love ; 
When absence has grown long, 
I gaze, till I am sure 

That I behold thee move ; 
As one who purposeth 
To save himself by faith. 

Yet sees not, nor can prove. 



th. 



JACOPO DA LENTINO 

Then comes ihe burning p^in ; 
As with the man that hath 
A fire within his breast,— 
When most he strugglee, then 
Moat boils the flame 

And will not let him rest. 
So still I burn'd and shook. 
To pass, and not to look 
In thy face, loveliest. 

For where thou art I pass, 
And do not lift mine eyes. 
Lady, to look on thtc : 
But, as I go, das! 

With bittetness of siglis 
D exceedingly. 



Alas 



the 



And I have sung thy praise, 
Lady, and many times 

Have told thy beautiea o'er, 
Haat heard in anyways. 

Perchance, that these my rhymes 
Are song-craft and no more J 
Nay, rather deem, when thou 
Shalt see me pass and how, 
These words I sicken for. 



Delicate song of mine, 

Go sing thou a new strain ; 
Seek, with the lirst sunshine, 
Our lady, mine and thine, — 
L The coae of Love's domain, 
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Than red gold comelier. 

*< Lady, in Love's name hark 
To Jacopo the clerk, 

Born in Lentino here." 



in. Sonnet 

No Jewel is worth his Lady. 

Sapphire, nor diamond, nor emerald. 

Nor other precious stones past reckoning. 
Topaz, nor pearl, nor ruby like a king, 

Nor that most virtuous jewel, jasper call'd, 

Nor amethyst, nor onyx, nor basalt, 

Each counted for a very marvellous thing, 
Is half so excellently gladdening 

As is my lady's head uncoronall'd. 

All beauty by her beauty is made dim ; . 
Like to the stars she is for loftiness ; 

And with her voice she taketh away grief. 
She is fairer than a bud, or than a leaf. 
Christ have her well in keeping, of His grace, 

And make her holy and beloved, like Him ! 
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IV. Canzonetta 
He *wtll neither boast nor lament to his Lady. 

Love will not have me cry 

For grace, as others do ; ' 
Nor as they vaunt, that I 

Should vaunt my love to you. 
For service, such as all 
Can pay, is counted small ; 
Nor is it much to praise 

The thing which all must know ; — 

Such pittance to bestow 
On you my love delays. 

Love lets me not turn shape 

As chance or use may strike ; 
As one may see an ape 

Counterfeit all alike. 
Then, lady, unto you 
Be it not mine to sue 
For grace or pitying. 

Many the lovers be 

That of such suit are free, — 
It is a common thing. 

A gem, the more 'tis rare, 

The more its cost will mount : 
Andy be it not so fair. 

It is of more account. 
So, coming from the East, 
The sapphire is increased 
In worth, though scarce so bright ; 

I therefore seek thy face 

Not to solicit grace 
Being cheapen'd and made slight. 
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So is the colosmine 

Now cheapen'd, which in fame 
Was once so brave and fine, 

But now is a mean gem. 
So be such prayers for grace 
Not heard in any place ; 
Would they indeed hold fast 

Their worth, be they not said. 

Nor by true lovers made 
Before nine years be past. 

Lady, sans sigh or groan, 

My longing thou canst see ; 
Much better am I known 

Than to myself, to thee. 
And is there nothing else 
That in thy heart avails 
For love but groan and sigh ? 
And wilt thou have it thus. 
This love betwixen us ? — 
Much rather let me die. 



V. Canzonetta 
Of his Lady J and of his making her Likeness, 

My lady mine,^ I send 

These sighs in joy to thee ; 

Though, loving till the end. 
There were no hope for me 

That I should speak my love ; 
And I have loved indeed. 
Though, having fearful heed, 

It was not spoken of. 

^ Madonna mia. 



JACOPO DA LENTINO 

Thou art ao high and great 
That whom I love I fcai' ; 

Which thing to circumstate 
I have no messenger : 

Wherefore to Love I pray. 
On whom each lover cries, 
That these my tears and sighs 

Find unto (hee a way. 

Well have I wlsh'd, when I 

At heart with sighs have ached. 
That there were in each sigh 

Spiiit and intellect, 
The which, where thou dost sit, 

Should kneel and sue for aid, 

Since I am thus afraid 
And have no Btreagth for it. 

Thou, lady, killest me. 
Yet keepesi me in pain. 

For thou must surely see 
How, fearing, f am fain. 

Ah ! why not send me still 
Some solace, small and slight, 
So that I ehould not quite 

Despair of thy good will ! 

Thy grace, all else above. 

Even now while I implore, 
Enamoureth my love 

To love thee stiil the more. 
Yet scarce should [ know well 

A greater love to gain. 

Even if a greater pain. 
Lady, were possible. 
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Joy did that day relax 

My griePs continual stress, 

When I essay'd in wax 
Thy beauty's life-likeness. 

Ah ! much more beautiful 
Than golden-hair'd Yseult, — 
Who mak'st all men exult, 

Who bring' St all women dule. 

And certes without blame 
Thy love might fall to me. 

Though it should chance my name 
Were never heard of thee. 

Yea, for thy love, in fine, 
Lentino gave me birth, 
Who am not nothing worth 

If worthy to be thine. 



VI. Sonnet 
Of his Lady's Face, 

Her face has made my life most proud and glad ; 

Her face has made my life quite wearisome ; 

It comforts me when other troubles come. 
And amid other joys it strikes me sad. 
Truly I think her face can drive me mad ; 

For now I am too loud, and anon dumb. 

There is no second face in Christendom 
Has a like power, nor shall have, nor has had. 
What man in living face has seen such eyes, 

Or such a lovely bending of the head, 
Or mouth that opens to so sweet a smile ? 
In speech, my heart before her faints and dies, 

And into Heaven seems to be spirited ; 
So that I count me blest a certain while. 



JACOPO DA LENTINO 



At the end of hh Hope. 

Remembering thia— how Love 
Mucks me, and bids me hoard 
Mine ill reward that keeps me nigh to di 
How it doth atill behove 
I suffer the keen sword, 
Whence undeplored I may not draw my 
In memory of this thiog 
Sighing and sorrowing, 
I am languid at the heart 
For her to whom I bow, 
Craving her pity now, 
And who etill turns apart. 

I am dying, and through her — 
This flower, from paradise 
Sent in aonie wise, thai I might have no 
Truly she did not err 

To come before hi'i eyes 
Who fdiU and dies, by her sweet smile p 
For, through her countenance 
(Fair brows and !ofty glance !) 



Of k 



My heart is 



:s the chief 



For Love has made me \veep 
With sighs that do him wronff. 
Since, when most strong my joy, he gave this 
I am broken, as a ship 
Perishing of the song 
Sweet, sweet and long, the song the sirens kni 



42 JACOPO DA LENTINO 

The mariner forgets, 

Voyaging in those straits. 

And dies assuredly. 

Yea, from her pride perverse. 
Who hath my heart as her's. 

Even such my death must be. 

I deem'd her not so fell 

And hard but she would greet. 
From her high seat, at length, the love I bring ; 
For I have loved her well ; — 

Nor that her face so sweet 
In so much heat would keep me languishing ; 
Seeing that she I serve 
AH honour doth deserve 
For worth unparallel'd. 

Yet what availeth moan 

But for more grief alone ? 
O God ! that it availed ! 

Thou, my new song, shalt pray 

To her, who for no end 
Each day doth tend her virtues that they grow, — 
Since she to love saith nay ; — 

(More charms she hath attained 
Than sea hath sand, and wisdom even so) ; — 
Pray thou to her that she 
For my love pity me. 
Since with my love I burn, — 

That of the fruit of love, 

While help may come thereof. 
She give to me in turn. 



MAZZEO DI RICCO DA MESSINA 



He sdkils hU Lady's Pity 

The lofty worth and lovely excellence, 

Dear lady, that thou hast. 
Hold me consuming in the fire of Iqts ; 
That I am much afear'd and wiider'd thence. 

As who, being meanly jilaced, 
Would win unto some height he dreameth of. 

Yet, if it be decreed. 
After the multiplying of vain thought, 
By Fortune's favour he at Inst is brought 
To his far hope, the mighty hiiss indeed. 

Thus, in considering thy loveliness, 
Lore maketh me afear'd,— 
So high art thou, joyful, and full of good ;^ 
And al] the more, thy scorn being never leea. 

Yet is this comfort heard, — 

That underneath the water fire doth brood. 

Which thing would seem unfit 

By law of nature. So may thy scorn pi 

Changed at the last, through pity, into li 

If favourable Fortune should permit. 



Lady, though I do love pa 

Let it not seem am 

Neither rebuke thou the 

Look thou thyself on thint 

a that charm u 
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All thy perfection of sufficiencies. 

So shalt thou rest assured 
That thine exceeding beauty liu"es me on 
Perforce, as by the passive magnet-stone 
The needle, of its nature's self, is lured. 

Certes, it was of Love's dispiteousness 
That I must set my life 
On thee, proud lady, who accept' st it not. 
And how should I attain unto thy grace, 
That falter, thus at strife 
To speak to thee the thing which is my thought ? 

Thou, lovely as thou art, 
I pray for God, when thou dost pass me by. 
Look upon me: so shalt thou certify. 
By my cheek's ailing, that which ails my heart. 

So thoroughly my love doth tend toward 
Thy love its lofty scope, 
That I may never think to ease my pain ; 
Because the ice, when it is frozen hard, 
May have no further hope 
That it should ever become snow again. 
But, since Love bids me bend 
Unto thy signiory. 
Have pity thou on me. 
That so upon thyself all grace descend. 



IL Canzone. 
After six years' Service he renounces his Lady. 

I LABOURED thcse six years 

For thee, thou bitter sweet ; 

Yea, more than it is meet 
That speech should now rehearse 
Or song should rhyme to thee ; 



MAZZEO DI RICCO 

But love gains never aught 

From thee, by depth or length ; 
Unto thine eyes such strength 

And calmness thou hast taaght. 
That I say wearily ;— 
" The child is moBt like me, 

Wbo thiokB in the clear stream 
To catch the round flat moon 

And draw it all a-dripping unto him, — 

Who fancies he can take into hie hand 
The flame o' the lamp, but soon 
Screams and is nigh to swoon 

At the nharp heat his flesh may not with 

Though it be late to learn 

How sore I was poaseat. 

Yet do I count me blest. 
Because I still can spurn 

This thrall which is so mean. 
For when a man, once sick. 

Has got his health aucw, 

The fever which botl'd through 
His veins, and made him weak. 
Is as it had not been. 
For ail that 1 had seen, 
Thy spirit, Uke thy face, 

More excellently shone 
Than precious crystals in an untrod plac< 
Go to ; thy worth is but as gldss, the ch 

Which, to gaze thereupon, 

Seema crystal, even as one, 
But only Is a cunning counterfeit. 

Foil'd hope has made me mad, 
As one who, playing high. 
Thought to grow rich thereby. 

And loses what he had. 



HAZZEO DI RICCO 

Yet I can now perceive 
How true the saying is 

That says : " If one turn back 
Out of an evil track 
Through loss which has been his, 

He gains, and need not grieve." 
To me now, by your leave, 
It chances as to him 

Who of his purse is free 
To one whose memory to such debts is dim. 
Long time be speaks no word thereof, being loth : 
But having aak'd, when he 
Ie answer'd slightingly, 
Then shall he lose his patience, and be wroth. 



r. 



Of Sclf-sning. 



It any his own foolishness might see 
As he can see his fellow's foolishness, 
His evil speakings could not but prove leas. 

For his own fault would vex him inwardly. 

But, by old custom, each man deems that he 
Has to himself all this world's worthiness ; 
And thou, perchance, in blind conteniedness. 

Scorn' St him, yet know'st not what /think o( ihte. 

Wherefore I wish it were so ordertd 
Thai each of us might know the good that's his, 
And also the ill, — his honour and his shame. 

For oft a man has on his proper head 
Such weight of sins, that, did he know but this, 
He could not for his life give others blan^ 



' PANNUCCIO DAL BAGNO PISANO 



O/hii Change through Love. 

Mv lady, thy delightful high command, 
Thy wisdom's great intent, 
The worth which ever rules thee in thy sway 
(Whose righteousnees of strength has ta'en in hand 
Such full accomplishment 
As height makes worthy of m 



Have granted to thy i 

Of thy perfection ( who 



ore height alway), 
e poor due 



From them has gain'd a proper will so fis'd, 

With other thought unmix'd, 
That nothing save thy service now impels 
His life, and his heart longs for nothing else. 



Beneath thy pleasure, lady mine 

The circuit of my will. 

The force of all my life, to s( 

Never but only this I think or n 

Nor ever can I fill 

My heart with other joy that 

And hence a sovereign bl eased i 

Who soon moat clearly 




MAZZHO Dt RICCO 

Yet 1 can now perceive 
How true the saying is 

That Bays : " If one turn back 
Out of an evil track 
Through loss which has been his. 
He gains, and need not grieve." 
To tne now, by your leave, 
It chances as to him 

Who of hi a purse is free 
To one whoEe memory to such debts is dim- 
Long time he apeak* no word thereof, being loth 
But having ask'd, when he 
Is answer'd slightingly, . 

Then shall he lose his patience, and be wroth. 



Of Self-sccws. 
If any bis own foolishness might see 

As he can see his fellow's foolishness, 

His evil speakings could not but prove less 
For his own fault would vex him inwardly. 
But, by old custom, each man deems that he 

Has to himself all this world's worthbess ; 

And thou, perchance, in blind contentednei 
Scorn' St him, yet know'st not what /think of (itf. 
Wherefore I wish it were so order&d 

That each of us might know the good that's hi), 
And also the ill, — his honour and his shame. 
For oft a man has on his proper head 

Such weight of sins, that, did he know but thil* 
He could not for his life give others blan 



PANNUCCIO DAL BAGNO PISANO 



Of his Change through Love. 

My lady, thy delightful high command, 
Thy wisdom's great intent, 
The worth which ever rules thee in thy sway 
(Whose righteousness of strength has ta'en in haod 
Such full accomplishment 
Ab height miikes worthy of more height alway), 
Have granted to thy servant some poor due 

Of thy perfection j who 
From them has gain'd a proper will so fix'd, 

With other thought unmix'd. 
That nothing save ihy service now impele 
His life, and his heart longs for nothing else. 



Beneath thy plea 
The.- ■ 



re, lady m. 



, la 



The force of all my life, I 

Never but only this I think or na 

Nor ever can I fill 

My heart with other joy that n 

And hence a sovereign bleseednei 

Who soon most clearly sa 
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That not alone my perfect pleasure is 

In this my life-service ; 
But Lore has made my soul with thine to touc 
Till my heart feels unworthy of so much. 

For all that I could atrive, it were not worth 
That I should be uplift 
Into thy love, as certainly I know : 
Since one to thy deserving should stretch forth 
His love for a free gift. 
And be full fain to serve and sit below. 
And forasmuch as this is verity, 
It came to pass with thee 
That seeing how my love was not loud-tongued 

Yet for thy service long'd, — 
As only thy pure wisdom brought to pass, — 
Thou knew'st my heart for only what it was. 

Also because thou thus at once didst learn 

Thin heart of mine and thine, 

With all its love for thee, which was and is ; 

Thy lofty sense thrtt could ao well discern 

Wrought even in me some sign 

Of thee, and of itself some emphasis. 

Which evermore might hold ray purpose fast. 

For lo ! thy law is pass'd 
That this my love should manifestly be 

To serve and honour thee : 
And so I do : and my delight is full, 
Accepted for the servant of thy rule. 



1 



Without almoat, I a 



II raptut 



To serve, thou flower of joy, thine excellence i 
Nor ever seems it anything could rouse 



GIACOMINO PU6LIESG 4 

A pain or a regret. 
But on thee dwells mine every thought and sense 
Coasidering that from thee all vittues spread 

As from a fountain-head,- — 
That in thy gift 13 wisdom's best avail 

Acd honour without fail ; 
W^ith whom each soveteign good dwells separate 
Fulfilling the perfection of thy state. 

Lady, since I conceived 
Thy pleasurable aspect in my heart, 

My life has been apart 
In shining brightness and the place of truth ; 

Which till that time, good sooth. 
Groped among shadows in a darken'd place 

Where many hours and days 
It hardly ever had remember'd good. 

But now my servitude 
Is thine, and I am fui! of joy and rest. 

A man from a wild beast 
Thou madest me, since for thy love I lived. 



GIACOMINO PUGLIESE 

I. Cahzonetta 

Ofhii Lady in jliiencf. 

The sweetly- fa vour'd face 
She has, and her good cheer. 

Have fiU'd me full of grace 

When t have walk'3 with her. 



So GIACOMINO PUOLIESE 

They did upon that day : 
And everything that pass'd 
Comes back from first to last 

Now that I am away. 

There went from her meek mouth 

A poor low sigh which made 
My heart sink down for drouth. 

She stoop' d, and sobb'd, and said,- 
" Sir, I entreat of you 

Make little tarrying : 

It is not a good thing 
To leave one's love and go." 

But when I turn'd about 

Saying, " God keep you well ! " — 
As she look'd up I thought 

Her lips that were quite pale 
Strove much to speak, but she 

Had not half strength enough : 

My own dear graceful love 
Would not let go of me. 

I am not so far, sweet maid. 

That now the old love's unfelt : 
I believe Tristram had 

No such love for Yseult : 
And when I see your eyes 

And feel your breath again, 

I shall forget this pain 
And my whole heart will rise. 



r 



lACOMINO PUGLIESE 



To hit Lady, in Spring. 

To see the green returning 

To strearH-side, garden, aod nieado*',— 
To hear the birds give warning 

{ The laughter of eun and shadow 
Awaking them l\i)l of revel). 

It puts me in strength to caroi 
A music measured and level, 

This grief in joy to apparel j 
For tiie deaths of lovers are evil. 

Love is a foolish riot. 

And to be loved is a burden ; 
Who loves and is loved in quiet 

Has all the world for his guerdon. 
Ladies on him take pity 

Who for their sake hath trouble ; 
Yet, if any heart be a city 

From Love enibarr^d doublf, 
Thereof is a joj-ful ditty. 

That heart shall be always joyful ; — 

But I in the heart, my lady, 
Have jealous doubts ualawful, 

And stubborn pride stands ready. 
Yet love is not with a measure, 

But still is willing to sulTer 
Service at his good pleasure : 

The whole Love hath to offer 
Tendi to his perfect treaButc. 
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Thine be this prelude-music 

That was of thy commaDding : 
Thy gaze was not delusive, — 

Of my heart thou hadst understanding. 
Lady, by thine attempt ranee 

Thou held'st my life from pining : 
This tress thou gav'st, in semblance 

Like gold of the third refining, 
Which I do keep for remembrance. 



IIL Canzone 
Of his dead Lady, 

Death, why hast thou made life so hard to bear, 

Taking my lady hence ? Hast thou no whit 
Of shame ? The youngest flower and the most fair 

Thou hast pluck'd away, and the world wanteth i 
O leaden Death, hast thou no pitying ? 
Our warm love's very spring 

Thou stopp'st, and endest what was holy and meel 
And of my gladdening 
Mak'st a most woful thing. 
And in my heart dost bid the bird not sing 

That sang so sweet. 

Once the great joy and solace that I had 
Was more than is with other gentlemen ; — 

Now is my love gone hence, who made me glad. 
With her that hope I lived in she hath ta'en, 

And left me nothing but these sighs and tears, — 

Nothing of the old years 
That come not back again, 

Wherein I was so happy, being her's. 



HIACOMINO PUGLIESE $ 

iow to mine eyes her face no more appears, 
doth her voice make music ia niiiw ears, 
.s it did theo. 

I God, why hast thou made my grief so deep ? 

Wby se: me in the dark to grope and pine '. 
Vhy parted nie from her companionship. 

And crush 'd the hope which was a gitt of diine ^ 
'o think, dear, that I never any more 
an see thee as before ! 

Who is it shuts thee in ? 

Tho hides that smile for wliich my lieart ts sore, 
isd drowns those words that I am longing for. 

Lady of mine? 

iThere is my lady, and the lovely face 

She had, aod the t^weet motion wlien she walk'd ? 
ier chaste, mild favour — her so delicate grace — 

Her eyes, her mouth, and the dear way she talk'd ?— 

ler courteous bending — her most noble air^ — ■ 

lie sott fall of her Iiair f . . . 

ly lady — she who to ray soul so rare 

A gladness brought ! 
tOw I do never see her anywhere, 
Lod may not, looking in her eyes, gain there 

The blessing which I sought. 

B if I had the realm of HunjJary, 

With Greece, and ail the AIniayn even to France, 
T Saint Sophia's treasure- hoard, you see 
I All couid not give me back her countenance. 
or since the day when my dear lady died 
mm us (with God being born and glorified), 

"o more pleasaunce 

image bringeth, seated at my bide, 
Vt only tears. Ay me ! the strength and pride 

*"'iich it brought once. 



i 



FRA GUITTONE D'AREZZO 



I, belov 



, 1 would s, 



e bidding all things bow, 
That we were still together night and day ; 

Yet be it done as Hitt behests allow. 
I do remember that while she reniain'd 
With me, she often call'd me her aweet friend ; 

But does not now. 
Because God drew her towards Hira, in the end. 
Lady, that peace which none but He can send 

Be thine. Even so. 



FRA GUITTONE D'AREZZO 



To ih Bkiicd Virgin Mary. 

Lady of Heaven, the mother glorified 

Of glory, which is Jesus, — He whose death 
Us from the gates of Helt delivereth 
And our fust parents' error Beta aside; — 
Behold this earthly Love, how his dans ghde — 
How sharpen'd — to what fate — throughout ihis 

Pitiful Mother, partner of our birth. 
Win these from following where hia flight doth guide. 
And O, inspire in me that holy love 
Which leads the »oul back to its origin. 
Till of all other love the link do fail. 
This water only can this fire reprove,^ 
Only such cure suffice for such like Mn ; 
As nail from out a plank is struck by nail. 



JARTOLOMEO DI SANT' ANGELO 

Sonnet 
He jests concerning his Poverty, 

I AM so passing rich in poverty 

That I could furnish forth Paris and Rome, 

Pisa and Padua and Byzantium, 
Venice and Lucca, Florence and Forh ; 
For I possess, in actual specie. 

Of nihil and of nothing a great sum ; 

And unto this my hoard whole shiploads come. 
What between nought and zero, annually. 
In gold and precious jewels I have got 

A hundred ciphers' worth, all roundly writ ; 
And therewithal am free to feast my friend. 
Because I need not be afraid to spend. 

Nor doubt the safety of my wealth a whit : — 
No thief will ever steal thereof, God wot. 
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SALADINO DA PA VIA 

Dialogue 
Lcwr ,md Lady. 



Faik sir, this love of ours. 
In joy begun bo well, 
it at length to fail upon thy part : 
Wherefore my heart ainka very heavily, i^ 
Fair sir, this love of ours 
tegan with amorous longing, well I v 
Yea, of one mind, yea, of one heart and will 

This love of ours hath been. 
Now these are sad and still ; 
^For on thy part at length it faiU, I see. 
And now thou art gone from me, 
Quite lost to me thou art : 
I i.Wherefore my heart in this pain languiahetli, 
|>, Which sinks it unto death thus heavily. 



He. 



^ 



Lady, for will of mine 
r love had never changed in anywise, 

Had not the choice been thine 
With ao much scorn my homage to despii 

I swore not to yield sign 
Of holding 'gainst all hope my heart-service. 

Nay, let thus much sulTice; — 

From thee whom I have served, 
All undeserved contempt is my reward, — 
^^^^ Rich prize prepared to guerdon fealty ! .^^^J 




lAGGIUNTA URBICIANI 



That ladiea, who wouid try their lovers so. 

Hate for a aeason frown'd, 
Not from their heart but in mere outward show..^ 

Then chide not on sueii grouad, 
Since ladiea oft have tried iheir lovers so. 
Ataa, but I will go, 
If now it be tliy will. 
Yet turn thee still, alas ! for I do fear 
Thou lov'st elsewhere, and therefore lly'st fronn 

Ht. 

Lady, there needs no doubt 
Of my good faith, nor any nice suspense 

LeaC love be elsewhere sought. 
For thine did yield me no ouch reeomi)ense. 

Rest thou assured in thought, — 
That now, within my life's circumference, 

I should rot quite dispense 
My heart from woman's laws. 
Which for no cause give pain and sore annoy, ' I 
And for one joy a world of misery. 



BONAGGIUNTA URBICIANI, DA 
LUCCA 

I. Can7,ohe 
^Ihe true End of I.oi't ; -with a Prayer to hU Lady. 
> NiVER was joy or good that did not soothe 

I And beget glorying, 

II Neither a glorying without perfect love. 
t Wherefore, if one would compass of a truth 



[ 
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The flight of his souI'b wing. 
To bear s losing heart must him behove. 
Since from the flower man still expects the fruit, 
And, out of love, that he desireth ; 

Seeing that by good faith 
Alone hath love its comfort and its joy ; 
For, suffering falsehood, love were at the root 
Dead of all worth, which Uring must aspire ; 
Nor could it breed desire 
If its reward were less than its annoy. 

Even such the joy, the triumph, and pleasaunce, 
Whose issue honour is, 
And grace, and the moat delicate teaching sent 
To amorous knowledge, ite inheritance ; 
Because Love's properties 
Alter not by a true accomplishment ; 
But it were scarcely well if one should gain, 
Without much pain, so great a blessedness ; 

He errs, when all things bless, 
Whose heart had else been humbled to Implore. 
He gets not joy who gives do joy again ; 
Nor can win love whose love hath little scope ; 
Nor fully can know hope 
Who leaves not of the thing moat languish'd for. 

Wherefore his choice muat err immeasarabiy 

Who seeks the image when 

He might behold the thin§ substantial. 

I at the noon have seen dark night to be, 

Against earth's natural plan. 

And what was good to worst abasement fall. 

Then be thus much sufficient, lady mine ; 

If of thy mildness pity may be born. 

Count thou my grief outworn. 
And turn into sweet joy this bitter ill ; 



PANNUCCIO DAL BAGNO PISANO 



Ofbii Change through Lo'vt. 

My lady, thy delightful high camniand. 
Thy wisdom'B great intent, 
The worth which ever rules thee in thy sway 
{Whose righteousnesB of strength has ta'en in hand 
Such full accompllBhrnent 
As height makes worthy of more height alway), 
Have granted to thy serTant some poor due 

Of thy perfection ; who 
From them has gain'd a proper will so fix'il. 

With other thought unmix'd. 
That nothing save thy setTice now impels 
His life, and his heai't longs for nothing else. 



Beneath thy pleasure, lady mine, 

The circuit of my will. 

The force of all my life, to se 

Never but only this I think or n; 

Nor ever can I lill 

My heart with other jay that \ 

And hence a sovereign blessed ni 

Who soon moGi clearly e 



6o 


BONAGGIONTA URBICIAW^^l 








Thai brood upon these things 


^^L 


Yield constant agony: 


^^^1 


Yea, the same thoughta have crept 


^^H 


About me as I slept. 


^^^1 


My spirit looks at me. 




And asks, " Is sleep for thee ? 


^^H> 


Nay, mourner, do not sleep. 


^^^1 


But fix thine eyes, for lo ! 


^^^H 


Love's fiiloese ihou shah know 


■ 


By steadfast gaze and deep." 


■ 


Then, burning, I awake. 




Sore tempted to partake 


^^^M 


or dreams that seek thy sight : ' 


^^^1 


Until, being greatly atirr'd, 


^^^B 


I turn to where 1 heard 


^^V 


That whisper in the night ; 




And there a breath of light 


^^^m 


Shines like a iiilver star. ^^ 


^^^K 


The same ia mine own soul, ^^H 


^^H 


Which lures me to the goal ^^H 


■ 


Of dreams that gaze afar. ^^^H 


■ 


But now my sleep is lost ; ^^^H 




And through this uttermost ^^^H 


^^^1 


Sharp longing for thine eyes, ^^^H 


^^^1 


At length it may be said 1 




That I indeed am mad 


^^^1 


With love's extremities. i 


^^H 


Yet when in such sweet wise ^^J 


^^^B 


Thou passeet and dost smile, ^^^H 


^^H 


My heart so fondly burni, j^^^M 






I 


Its bitter pang tlie while. .^^^H 



BONAGGIUNTA URBICIANI 



My spirit and my heart, 

Lady, in loving thee ; 
Till when I see thee n 
Life beats within my brow 

And would be gone from me. 

So hear I ceaselessly 

Love's whisper, well fulfill'd,- 



Wha 



ejanu thy heart doth hnoi 
lUe I strive I yield. 



Of Wiidom mid Foresight. 

Suck wisdom as a little child displays 

Were not amiss in certain lords of fame : 
For, where he fell, thenceforth lie shuns the plac 

And, having sufFer'd blows, he feareth them. 
Who koows not this may forfeit all he sways 

At length, and iind his friends go as ihey c 
O therefore on the past time turn thy face, 

And, if thy will do err, forget 
Because repentance brings not back the past : 

Better thy will should bend than thy life break : 
Who knows not this, by him shall it appear. 

And, because even from fools the w ' 

Wisdom, the first should count himself the last. 

Since a dog scourged can bid the lion fear. 
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IV. Sonnet 
Of Continence in Speech, 

Whoso abandons peace for war-seeking, 

'Tis of all reason he should bear the smart. 
Whoso hath evil speech, his medicine 

Is silence, lest it seem a hateful art. 
To vex the wasps' nest is not a wise thing ; 

Yet who rebukes his neighbour in good part, 
A hundred years shall show his right therein. 

Too prone to fear, one wrongs another's heart. 
If ye but knew what may be known to me. 

Ye would fall sorry sick, nor be thus bold 
To cry among your fellows your ill thought. 
Wherefore I would that every one of ye 

Who thinketh ill, his ill thought should withhold : 
If that ye would not hear it, speak it not. 



MEO ABBRACCIAVACCA, DA 
PISTOIA. 



He will hr silent and ivalchfv! in his Lot 

<UR joyful understanding, lady mine. 
Those hoooura of fair !ife 
Which all in you agree to pleasantness, 
I Long since to service did my heart assign ; 



That 






IB of grace ; 



Nor once remembers other me 
But this desire alone gives light 1 

Behold, my pleasure, by your favour, drew 
Me, lady, unto you. 
All beauty's and all joy's reflection here : 
From whom good women also have thought fit 
To take their life's example every day ; 
Whom also to obey 
My wish and will bave wrought, with love and fear. 



With love and fear to yield obedience, I 

Might never half deserve r 

Yet you must know, merely 

How my heart holds its love and 

Though, well intern to fie 

It can accept 1. ' 







trrow silently, 
t would render plaJ: 
:h T tell you, as I should), 



i4 HEO ABBRACCIAVACCA 

Craves therefore the fine quickness of your glan 

So shall you know my love of such high strain 

As never yet was shown by its own will ; 

Whose jiroffer is eo stil), 

That love in heart hatee love in countenance. 



In countenance oft the heart is evident 
Full clad in mirth's attire 
Wherein at times it overweens to waste: 
Which yet of selfish joy or foul intent 
Doth hide the deep desire. 
And is, of heavy surety, double-faced j 
Upon things double therefore look ye twice. 
O ye that love '. not what is fair alone 
Desire to make your own. 
But a wise woman, fair in purity ; 
Nor think that any, without sacrifice 
Of his own nature, suffers service ecill j 
But out of high free-will; 
In honour propp'd, though bow'd in dignity. 

In dignity as best I may, must I 
The guerdon very grand, 
The whole of it, secured in purpose, sing ? 
Lady, whom all my heart doth magnify, 
You took me in your hand, 
Ah ! rot ungraded with other guerdoning : 
For you of your sweet reason g;ive nie rest 
From yearning, from desire, from potent paii 
Till, now, if Death should gain 
Me to his kingdom, it would pleasure me. 
Having ohey'd the whole of your behest. 

Since you have drawn, and I am yours by lot, 
I pray you doubt me not 
Lest my faith swerve, for this could never b( 



MEO ABBRACCIAVACCA 6- 

Could never be ; because ihe natural heart 
Will absolutely build 
Her dweiling-place within the gates of iruth : 
And, if it be no grief to bear her part, 
Why, then by change were fill'd 
The measure of her shame beyond all ruth. 
And therefore no delaj' shall once disturb 
My bounden service, nor bring grief to it j 
Nor UDto you deceit. 
True virtue her provision first affords, 
IZre she yield grace, leat afterward some curb 
Or check should come, and evil enter in : 
For alway shame and sin 
Sland cover'd, ready, full of faithful words. 



II. Bal[,ata 

Hi] Life it by Contrariii, 
Bv the long sojournijig 

That I have made with grief, 
I am quite changed, you see ; — 
If I weep, 'lis for glee i 
I smile at a sad thing ; 
Despair is my relief. 

Good hap makes me afraid ; 
Ruin seems rest and shade ; 

In May the year is old ; 
With friends I am ill at ease ; 
Among foes I find peace ; 

At noonday I feel cold. 

The thing that strengthens others, frightens 
If I am grieved, I sing ; 
I chafe at comforting ; 

HI fortune makes me smile exultingly. 



66 UBALDO DI MARCO 

And yet, though all my days are thus,— despite 

A shaken mindy and eyes 

Which see by contraries,. — 
I know that without wings is an ill flight. 



UBALDO DI MARCO 

Sonnet 
Of a Ladys Love for him. 

My body resting in a haunt of mine, 

I ranged among alternate memories ; 

What while an unseen noble lady's eyes 
Were fix'd upon me, yet she gave no sign ; 
To stay and go she sweetly did incline. 

Always afraid lest there were any spies ; 

Then reach' d to me — and smelt it in sweet wise. 
And reach'd to me — some sprig of bloom or bine. 
Conscious of perfume, on my side I leant. 

And rose upon my feet, and gazed around 

To see the plant whose flower could so beguile. 
Finding it not, I sought it by the scent ; 

And by the scent, in truth, the plant I found, 
And rested in its shadow a great while. 



SIMBUONO GIUDICE 



Hcfiwh thai Low has btguiled him, but -wiU In 
in ih Lady. 

Otten the day had i moat juyfui morn 
That briogelh gticf at last 
UotD the human heart which dcem'd uU well : 
' Of a Bweet seed the fruit was often bora 

That hath a bitter Caite : 
I Of mine own knowledge, oft it thus befell. 
I'l lay it for myself, who, foolishly 
Expectant of all joy, 
Tri'jmphing undenook 
To love a lady proud and beautiful, 
E^or ODe poor glauce vouchsafed in mirth lo mc : 
Wherefrom sprang all annoy ; 
For, since the day Love shook 
My heart, she ever hath been cold and cruel. 

Well thought I to possess my joy complete 
When thai sweet look of her-s 
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1 felt upon me, amorous and kind : 
pJow is my hope even underneath my feet. 

And still the arrow slirs 
' Within my heart — (oh hurt no skill can bind !) — 
Which through mine eyes found entrance cunningly ; 
In manner as through glass 
Light pierces from the sun. 
And breaka it not, but wins its way beyond, — 
As into an unalter'd mirror, free 

And still, some shape may |)uss. 
Yet has my lieart begun 
To break, methinks, for I on death grow fond. 
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But, even though death were long'd for, the ihar 
wound 
I have might yet be heal'd. 
And I not altogether sink lo death. 
In mine own foolishneea ihe curse I found, 
Who foolish faith did yield 
Unto Riiae eyes, in hope that stcbeneth. 
Yet might love still exult and not be sad — 
(For some such utterance 
Is at my secret heart) — 
If from herself the cure it could obtaio, — 
Who hath indeed the power Achilles had, 
To wit, that of his iance 

The wound could by no art 
Be closed till it were touch'd therewith agai 

So muGt I needs appeal for pity now 
From her on her own fault. 
And in my prayer put meek humility : 
For certes her much worth will not allow 
That anything be call'd 
Treacherousness in such an one as she, 
In whom is judgment and true excellence- 
Wherefore I cry for grace ; 
Not doubting that all good, 
Joy, wisdom, pity, must from her be shed ; 
For scarcely should it deal in death's offence. 
The Bo-beloTcd face 

So watch'd for j rather shodd 
All death and ill be tliereby subjected. 

And sioee, in hope of mercy, I have bent 

Unto her ordinance 
Humbly my hesrt, my body, and my life, 
Giving her perfect power acknowledgment, — 

I think some kinder glance 
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: She'll deign, and, in mere pity, pause irom 
She surely shall enact the good lord's part : 
When one whom force compels 
Doth yield, he is pacified, 
Forgiving him therein where he did err. 
J^h ! well I know ehe hath the noble heart 
Which in the lion quells 
Obduracy of pride ; 
Whose nobleness is for a crown on her. 



MASOLINO DA TODI 



Of IVork and IVtallh. 

A MAN should hold in very deur esieem 
The (irat possession that his labours gain'd ; 
For, though great riches be at teagih attain'd, 
From that first mite they were increased to him. 
Who foUoweth after his own wilful whim 
Shall see himself outwitted in the end ; 
Wherefore I still would have him apprehend 
' His fall, who toils not being once supreme. 
Thou seldom shalt find folly, of the worst, 
Holding companionship with poverty. 
Because it is distracted of much care. 
Howbett, if one that hath been poor at first 
Is brought at last to wealth and dignity. 

Still the worst folly thou shah find it there. 
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ONESTO DI BONCIMA, BOLOGNES 

I. Sonnet 

Of iht Lait Judgviinl. 
Upon that cruel season when our Lord 

Shall come to judge the world eternally j 
When to no man shall anything alFord 

Peace io the heal I, how pure aoe'er it be ; 
When heaven shall break asunder at Hi» word, 

With a great trembling of the earth and sea ; 
When even the just shall fear the dreadful sword, — 

The wicked crying, "Where shall I cover me?" 
When no one angel in Hia preaence stands 

That shall not be affrighted of that wrath, 
Except the Virgin Lady, she our guide ;— 
How shall I then escape, whom sin eommands ? 

Out and alas on me ! There is no path 
If in her prayers I be not justified. 

II, Sonnet 

He tviihes that he reuld meet his l.aJy alone. 
Whether all grace have faii'd I scarce may scar 

Be it of mere mischance, or art's ill sway, 

That this-wiae, Monday, Tuesday, every day, 
Afflicts me, through her means, with bale and bam 
Now are my days but as a painful span ; 

Nor once "Take heed of dying " did she say. 

I ihauk thee for my life thus cast away. 
Thou who hast wearied out a living man. 
Yet, oh ! my Lord, if I were bless'd no more 

Than thus much, — -clothed with thy humility. 
To find lier for a single hour alone, — - 
Such perfectness of joy would triumph o'er 

This grief wherein I waste, that I should be 
As 3 new image of Love to look upon. 
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To Oneito di Ban 



T lo ihe Fa 



■egomg. 



If, as ihou say'st, thy ioTC tormentet! thee. 

That thou thereby wast in the tear of death, 
Meeser Onesto, couldst ihou bear to be 

Far from Love's self, and breathing other breath ? 
Nay, thou wouldst pass beyond the greater Bea 

(I do not apeak of the Alps, an easy path). 
For thy life's gladdening ; if ao to ?ee 

That light which for my life no comfort hath, 
But rather makes my grief the bitterer : 

For I have neither ford oor bridge— no course 
To reach my lady, or send word to her. 
And there is not a greater pain, I think, " 

Than to see waters at the limpid source. 
And to be much aihirst, and not to drinlt. 
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MAESTRO MIGLIORE, DA FIORENZA 

Sonnet 
He declares all hove to he Griefs 

Love, taking leave, my heart then ieaveth me. 
And is enamour'd even while it would shun ; 
For I have look'd so long upon the sun 
That the sun's glory is now in all I see. 
To its first will unwilling may not be 

This heart (though by its will its death be won). 
Having remembrance of the joy forerun : 
Yea, all life else seems dying constantly » 
Ay and alas ! in love is no relief, 

For any roan who loveth in full heart, 
That is not rather grief than gratefulness. 
Whoso desires it, the beginning is grief ; 

Also the end is grief, most grievous smart ; 
And grief is in the middle, and is call'd grace. 
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DELLO DA SIGNA 



m, Crcid of Ideal Loi-f. 

Prohibiting all hope 
Of the fiilfilmeot of the joy of love, 
My lady chose me for her lover slill. 

So am I lifted up 
To trust her heart which piteous pulses move, 
Her face which is her joy made visible. 

Nor have I any fear 
Lest love and service should be met with scorn. 
Nor doubt that thua I shall rejoice the more. 

For ruth is born of prayer ; 
Also, of ruth delicious love is born ; 

And Bcrvtce wrought makes glad the servitor 

fiehold, I, serving more than others, love 
One lovely more than all ; 
And, singing and exulting, look for joy 
There where my hon:iage ia for ever paid. 

And, for I know she does not disapprove 
If on her grace I call, 
My soul's good trust I will not yet destroy, 
" ;h Love's fulfilment stand prohibited. 



FOLGORE DA SAN GEMINIANO 

I. Sonnet 
To the Guelf Faction* 

Because ye made your backs your shields, it came 
To pass, ye Guelfs, that these your enemies 
From hares grew lions : and because your eyes 

Turn'd homeward, and your spurs e'en did the same, 

Full many an one who still might win the game 
In fever'd tracts of exile pines and dies. 
Ye blew your bubbles as the falcon flies, 

And the wind broke them up and scattered them. 

This counsel, therefore. Shape your high resoWes 
In good king Robert's humour, and afresh 

Accept your shames, forgive, and go your way. 
And so her peace is made with Pisa ! Yea, 
What cares she for the miserable flesh 

That in the wilderness has fed the wolves ? 
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t 



Were ye but constant, Guelfa, i 



n diflsic 



a ye a 






There ia no wisdom in your etubborn will. 
Wherein all good things wane, all harms increase. 
But each upon his fellow looks, and seea 

And looks again, and likes his favour (!1 ; 

And traitors rule ye ; and on his own ail! ' 
Each stira the fire of household enmities. 
What, Guelfs ! and is Monte Caiin! ' quite 

Forgot, — where still the mothers and Ead wives 
Keep widowhood, and curse the Ghibellins? 
O fathers, brothers, yea, all dearest kins ! 

Those men of ye that cherish kindred lives, 
Even once again must set their teeth and fight. 

1 The battle of Monte Catini was fought and won by rl 
Qhibelline leader Ugucciune della Faggiuola againat Cl 
Korentines, August 19, 1315. 
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III. Sonnet 
Of Virtue. 

The flower of Virtue is the heart's conjtent ; 

And fame is virtue's fruit that she doth bear ; 

And Virtue's vase is fair without and fair 
Within ; and Virtue's mirror brooks no taint ; 
And Virtue by her names is sage and saint ; 

And Virtue hath a steadfast front and clear ; 

And Love is Virtue's constant minister ; 
And Virtue's gift of gifts is pure descent. 
And Virtue dwells with knowledge, and therein 

Her cherish'd home of rest is real love ; 

And Virtue's strength is in a suffering will ; 
And Virtue's work is life exempt from sin. 

With arms that aid ; and in the sum hereof, 
All Virtue is to render good for ill. 
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OF THE MONTHS 

Twelve Sonnets 
Addretit4 Iq a FeBowihib of Siriutc Noblei,'^ 
I DEDICATION 

I EJmto the blithe and lordly Fellowship 
f jl know not where, but wheresoe'er, I know, 
I LordJy and blithe), be greeting ; and thereto, 
f Dogs, hawka, and a fill! purae wherein to dip ; 
I Qoaile struck i' the flight ; nags mettled to the whip \ 

fl ' This fellowihip or clah {Brigala), lO highly spprnied 
I ind encouraged by oar Folgore, ii the Eune to which, ind 
B to lODe of ita membert by name, scornful alluilon ia made 
B by Dante (lit/irnn, C. iin. I. 1 30), where he apeaks of the 

■ Jikir-brained characfcr of the Slenera. Mr. Cayley, in liia 
I illDable notes on Dante, aayi of it : "A dozen eitrsTagant 

■ fouthi of Siena had put together by equal cooiributiona 
I iifl,ooo tlorini to apend in pleaauring ; [hey were reduced 

■ hi about a Cwelvemunth to the extreme! of poverty. It waa 

■ thdr practice Id give mutual entertainment! twice 1 month ; 
la[ each of which, three tables having been sumptuoutly 
leiKered, they would feast at one, wash their hands on 

■ mother, and throw the last out of window," 

I There exists a leeond curious seriea of sonnets for the 

■ iDonthi, addreaseil aUa to ihit ctub, by Cene della ChEtarra 

■ a'Amza. Here, however, all torts of disatters and diacom- 
Ibrti, in the -amt pursuits of which Folgore treats, are 
■Inigiaed for the prodigals ; each sonnet, too, being cam- 
IpOKd with the same terminations in iti rhymes as (he cor- 
Iniponding one among his. They would seem to have been 
I otllten after the ruin of the club, as a satirical prophecy of 
lUlt year ID nucceed the golden one. But this second aeries, 

■ liungh aometrmet laughable, not having the poetical merit 
I'tf the fine, I have not included It. 
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Hart-hounds, hare-hounds, and blood-hounds 

And o'er that realm, a crown for Niccoli, 
Whose praise in Sieoa Gprings I'rom lip to lip. 
Tingoccio, Atuin di Togno, and Ancaihn, 

Bartolo and Mugaro and Facnot, 
Who well might pass for children of King Ban, 

Courteous and valiant more than Lancelot, — 
To each, God speed ! How worthy every man 

To hold high tournament in Cameloi. 
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( JANUARY 

For January I give you vests of skins, 

And mighty lires in hall, and torches lit ; 

Chambers and happy heds with all things fit ; 
Smooth silken sheets, rough fiirry counterpanes; 
And sweetmeats baked ; and one that deftly a 

Warm arras ; and Douay cloth, and si 

And on this merry manner still i 
The wind, when most his mastery the wind w 
Or issuing fortii at seasons in the day, 

Ye'll fling soft handfuls of the fair white snow-l 
Among the damsels standing round, in play : 

And when you all are tired and all aglow, 
Indoors again the court t^tull hold its sway. 

And the free Fellowship continue bo. 
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FiiBRUARY 

In February I give you gallant sport 

Of harts and binds and great wild boar; ; and all 
Your company good foresters and tall. 

With buskins strong, with jerkins close and shorlv. 

And in your leashes, hounds of brave report; '," 

And from your purses, plenteous money-fail, 
In very spleen of misers' starveling gall, 

Who at your generous customs snarl and snort. 

At dusk wend homeward, ye and all your folk 
Ail laden from the wilds, to your carouse, 
With merriment and songs accompanied ; 

And BO draw wine and let the kitchen smoke; 
And so be till the first watch glorious ; 

Then sound sle^p to.yoa till the day be wide. 



MARCH 

In March I give you plenteous fisheries 
Of lamprey and of salmon, eel and trout. 
Dental and dolphin, sturgeon, all ihe rout 

Offish in all the streams that fill the seas. 

With fishermen and £s)iing'boals at ease. 

Sail-barques and arrow-barques and galleons stout, 
To bear you, while the season lasts, far out. 

And back, through spring, to any port you please. 

But with fair mansions sec that it be fiU'd, 
With everything exactly to your mind, 
And every sort of comfortable folk. 

No convent suffer there, nor priestly guild : 

Leave the laad monks to preach after their kind 
Their scanty truth, their lies beyond a joke. 
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APRIL 

I GIVE you meadow-lands id April, fair 

With over-growth of beautifiil green grass; 

There among fountains the glad hours shall pass, 
And pleasant ladies bring you solace there. 
With steeds of Spain and ambling palfreys rare ; 

Provengal songs and dances that surpass ; 

And quaint French mummings ; and through 
hollow brass 
A sound of German music on the air. 
And gardens ye shall have, that every one 

May !ie at ease about the fragrant place ; 

And each with fitting reverence shall bow down 
Unto that youth to whom I gave a Cfowo 

Of precious jewels like to those that grace 
The Babylonian Kaiser, Prester John. 



MAY 

I Giv« you horses for your games in May, 
And all of them well-train'd unto the course, 
Each docile, swift, erect, a goodly horse ; 
With armour on their chests, and bells at play 
Between their brows, and pennons fair and gay 
Fine nets, and housings meet for warriors, 
Emblazon'd with the shields ye claim for yours, 
Gules, argent, or, all dizzy at noonday. 
And apeats shall split, and fruit go flying up 
In merry counterchange for wreaths that drop 

From balconies and casements far above ; 

And tender damsels with young men and youChf 

Shall kiss together on the cheeks and mouths; 

And every day be glad with joyful love. 
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JUNE 

I In June I give you a close-wooded fell, 

With crowns of thicket coii'd about its head, 
With thirty villas twelve times tutreted. 

All girdling round a little citadel ; 

And in the midst a epringhead and fair well 
With thoueaod cooduits braoch'd and shining 

Wounding the garden and the tender mead, 
Yet to the freshen'd grass acceptable. 
And lemons, citrons, dates, and oranges, 

And all the fruits whose savour is moat rare, 
Shall shine within the shadow of your trees ; 

And every one shall be a lover there ; 
Until your life, so ijll'd with courtesies, 

Throughout the world be counted debonair. 



JULY 

For My, in Siena, by the willow-tree, 
I give you barrels of white Tuscan wine 
la ice iar down your cellars stored supine ; 

And morn and eve to cat in company 

Of those vast jellies dear to you and me ; 
Of partridges and youngling pheasants sweet, 
BoiI'd capons, sovereign kids : and let their treat 

Be veal and garlic, with whom these agree. 

Let time slip by, till by-and-by, all day ; 
And never swelter through the heat at all, 

But move at ease at home, sound, cool, and gay ; 
And wear sweet- col our'd robes that lightly fall ; 

And keep your tables set in fresh airay. 
Not coaxing spleen to be your seneschal. 



I 
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AUGUST 

Fob August, be your dwelling thirty towers 
Within an Alpine valley mountainous, 
Where nerer the sea-wind may vex your house, 

But clear life separate, like a star, be yours. 

There horses shall wait saddled at all Lours, 
That ye may mount at morning or at eve : 
On each hand either ridge ye shall perceive, 

A mile apart, which soon a good beast scours. 

So alway, drawing homewards, ye shall tread 
Your valley parted by a rivulet 

Which day and night shall flow sedate and 
smooth. 

There all through noon ye may possess the shade. 
And there your open purses shall entreat 

The best of Tuscan cheer to feed your youth. 



SEPTEMBER 

And in September, O what keen delight ! 

Falcons and astors, merlins, sparrowhawka ; 

Decoy-hirdfl that shall lure your game in flock 
And hounds with bells; and gauntlets stout and 

tight; 
Wide pouches ; crossbows shooting out of sight 

Arblasts and javelins; balls and ball-cases ; 

All birds the best to fly at ; moulting these, 
Those rear'd by hand ; with flnches mean and slight 
And for their chase, all birds the best to :" 

And each to each of you be lavish still 
In gifts ; and robbery find 
And if you meet with travellers going by, 

Their purses from your purse's flow shall fill 
And avarice be the only outcast thing. 
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OCTOBliR 

Next, for October, to some iihelter'd coign 

Flouting the winds, 1*11 hope to find you slunk ; 
Though in bird- shooting (lesc all sport be suDk), 
Your foot still press the lurf, the horse your groin. 
At night with sweethearts in the dance you'll join. 
And drink the blessed must, and get ijuite drunk. 
There's no such life for any human trunk ; 
And that's a truth that rings like golden coin ! 
Then, out of bed again when morning's come, 
ct your hands drench your face reireshingly. 
And take your physic roast, with flask and knife. 
Sounder and snugger you shall feel at home 
Than lakc-fieh, river-fish, or fish at aes. 
Inheriting the cream of Christian life. 



NOVEMBER 

FT baths and wine-butts be November's due, 

With thirty mule-loads of broad gold-pieces ; 

And canopy with silk the streets that freeze ; 
And keep your drink-horns steadily in view. 
" et every trader have his gain of you : 

Clareta shall your lamps and torches send, — 

Caeta, citron -candies without end ; 
And each shall drink, and help his neighbour to. 
And let the cold be great, and the fire grand : 

And stili for fowls, and pastries sweetly wrought, 
For hares and ktds, for roast and boil'd, be sure 
.You always have your appetites at hand ; 

And then let night howl and heaven fell, so nought 
Be mise'd that makes a man's bed- furniture. 



DECEMBER 

Last, for December, housea on the plain, 

Ground-floora to live in, logs lieap'd mountain-high, 
And carpets Gtretch'd, and newest games to try. 

And torches lit, and gifts from man to man 

(Your host, a drutikard and a Catalan) ; 

And whole dead pigs, and cunning cooks to ply 
Each thruat with tit-bits that shall satisfy ; 

And wine-butts of Saint Galganus' brave span. 

And be your coats well lined and tightly bound, 
And wrap yourselves in cloaks of strength ii 
weight, 
With gallant hoods to put your faces tlirough. 

And make your game of abject vagabond 
Abandon'd miserable reprobate 

Misers 1 don't let them have a chance with you 



CONCLUSION. 

And now take thought, my sonnet, who is he 

That most is full of every gentleness ; 

And say to him (for thou shalt quickly guess 
His name) that all bis 'bests are law to me. 
For if 1 held fair Paris town in fee. 

And were not call'd his friend, 'twere surely lets. 

Ah ! had he but the emperor's wealth, my place 
Were fitted in his love more steadily 
Than is Saint Francis at Assisi. Alway 

Commend me unto him and his,- — ^not least 
To Caian, held so dear in the blithe band. 
"Folfiore da San Geminiano" (say) 

" Has sent me, charging me to travel fast, 

:6 heart went with you in your hand>" 
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OF THE WEEK 

Seven Sonnets 

DEDICATION 

There is among my thoughts the joyous plan 
To fashion a bright- jewell'd carcanet, 
Which I upon such worthy brows would set, 

To say, it suits them fairly as it can. 

And now I have newly found a gentleman, 
Of courtesies and birth commensurate, 
Who better would become the imperial state 

Than fits the gem within the signet's span. 

Carlo di Messer Guerra Cavicciuoli,^ 

Of him I speak, — brave, wise, of just award 
And generous service, let who list command ; 

And lithelier limb'd than ounce or leopard. 
He holds not money-bags, as children, holy ; 
For Lombard Este hath no freer hand. 

^ That 18, according to early Tuscan nomenclature; 
Carlo, tAe son of Messer Guerra Cavicciuoli. 
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MONDAY 

The Day of Songi and l^ovc. 

Now- with the moon the day-star Lucifer 
Departs, and night is gone at last, and day 
Brings, making all men'a spirits strong and gay, 

A gentle wind to gladden the new air. 

Lo ! this ia Monday, the week's harbinger ; 
Let music breathe her aofteat matin-lay. 
And let the loving damsels sing to-day, 

And the Bun wound with heat at noontide here. 

And thou, young lord, arise and do not sleep, 
For now the amorous dayinviteth thee 

The harvest of thy lady's youth to reap. 

Let coursers round the door, and palfreys, be, 
With squires and pages clad delightfully ; 

And Love's cominandmenls have thou heed to keep, 

TUESDAY 
The Das of Batiks. 
To a new world on Tuesday shifts my song. 

Where beat of drum is heard, and trumpet-blast j 

Where footmen arni'd and horsemen arni'd go pa 
And bells say ding to bells that answer dong ; 
Where he the first and after him the throng, 

Arm'd all of them with coats and hoods of sleel, 

Shall see their foes and make their foes to feel. 
And so in wrack and rout drive them along. 
Then hither, thither, dragging on the field 

Hia master, empty-seated goes the horse, 
'Mid entrails strown abroad of soldiers kill'd ; 

Till blow to camp those trumpeters t>f yours 
Who noise awhile your triumph and are still'd. 

And to your tents you come back conquerors. 
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WEDNESDAY 
Thi Day of F^asU. 
And every Wednesday, aa the swift days move, 

Pheasant and peacock -shooting out of doors 

You'll have, and multitude of liares tu course, 
And after you come home, good cheer enough ; 
And sweetest ladies at the board above, 

Children of kings and counts and senators ; 

And comely- favour 'd youthful bachelors 

J serve them, bearing garlands, for true love. 

And atiil let cups of gold and silver ware, 
Runlets of vernage-wine and wine of Greece, 

Comlits and cakes be found at bidding there ; 
And let your gifts of birds and game increase ; 

And let all thoae who in your banquet share 
lit with bright faces perfectly at ease. 



The Day of Jouilj and TnuniamenU. 
For Thursday be the tournament prepared. 

And gentlemen in lordly jousts compete ; 

First man with man together let them meet, — 
By fifties and by hundreds afterward. 
liCt arms and housings each be fitly pair'd, 

And fitly hold your battle to its lie.ic 

From the third hour to vespers, after meat ; 
Till the best-winded be at last declared. 
Then back unto your beauties, as ye came : 

Where upon sovereign beds, with wise control 
Of leeches, shall your hurts be swathed in bai 
The ladies shall assist with their own hands, 
And each be so well paid in seeing them 

That on the morrow he be sound and whole. 
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MONDAY 
The Day of Songi and Lone. 

Now with the moon the day-star Lucifer 
Departs, and night is gone at last, and day 
Brings, making all men's spirits strong and gay, 

A gentle wind to gladden the new air. 

Lo ! this is Monday, the week's harbinger ; 
Let music breathe her softest matin-lay. 
And let the loTing damsels sing to-day. 

And the aun wound with heat at noontide here. 

And thou, young lord, arise and do not sleep. 
For now the amorous day inviteth thee 

The harvest of thy lady's youth to reap. 

Let coursers round the door, and palfreys, be. 
With squires and pages clad delightfully ; 

And Love's commandments have thou heed to keep. 



The DayofBaltk!. 
To a new world on Tuesday shifts my song. 

Where beat of drmn is heard, and trumpet-blast \ 

Where footmen arm'd and horsemen arm'd go pi 
And bells say ding to bells that answer dong ; 
Where he the first and after him the throng, 

Arm'd all of them with coats and hoods of Steel, 

Shalt see their foes and make their foes to feel. 
And so in wrack and rout drive them along. 
Then hither, thither, dragging on the field 

His master, empty-seated goes the horse, 
'Mid entrails strown abroad of soldiers kill'd ; 

Till blow to camp those trumpeters of yours 
Who noise awhile your triumph and are sdll'd, 

And to ^our tents you come back conquerors. 
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WliDNESDAY 
The Day af Feast!. 
And every Wednesday, as the swift days move, 

Pheasant and peacock-shooting out of doors 

You'll have, and multitude of hares to course. 
And after you come home, good cheer enougli ; 
And sweetest ladies at the bo:ird abovE, 

Children of kings and counts and senators ; 

And comely- fa vour'd youthful bachelors 
To serve them, bearing garlands, for true love. 

And still let cups of gold and silver ware. 
Runlets of vernage-wine and wine of Greece, 

Comfits and cakes be found at bidding there ; 
And let your gifta of birds and game increase ; 

And let all those who in your banquet share 
Sit with bright faces perfectly at e^ise. 



THURSDAY 
The Day of Joails and Totimamenli. 
For Thursday be the tournament prepared. 
And gentlemen in lordly jousts compete : 
First man with man together let them meet, — 
By iifties and by hundreds afterward. 
Let arms and housings each be iitly psir'd, 
And fitly hold yotu' battle to its heat 
From the third hour to vespers, after meat ; 
Till the best-winded be at last declared. 
Then back unto your beauties, as ye came : 

Where upon sovereign beds, with wise control 
Of leeches, shall your hurts be swathed in bandi 
The ladies shall assist with their own hands. 
And each be so well paid in seeing them 

That on the morrow he be sound and-wVicAe, 



4 
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FRIDAY 

The Day of Hunting. 
Let Friday be your highcBC liuntiog-tide,— 

No hound Dor brach nor mastiff absent thence,- 

Through a low wood, by many miles of dens. 

All covert, where the cunning beasts abide : 

Which DOW driven forth, at first you ecatter wide,- 

Then close on them, and rip out blood and breath! 

Til! all your huntsmen's horns wind at the death, 

And you count up how many beaats have died. 

Then, men and dogs together brought, you'll say ; 

Go fairly greet from us this friend and that. 

Bid each make haste to blithest wassailings. 

Might not one vow that the whole pack had 

wings I 

What ! hither. Beauty, Dian, Dragon, what ! 

I think we held a royal hunt to-day. 

SATURDAY 

Tht Day of Ha'wking. 
I'vs jolliest merriment for Saturday : — 

The very choicest of all hawks to fly 

That crane or heron could be stricken by, 
As up and down you course the steep highway. 
lSo shall the wild geese, in your deadly play, 

Lose at each alroke a wing, a tail, a thigh ; 

And man with man and horse with horse shall vie, 
Till you all shout for glory and holiday. 
Then, going home, you'll closely charge the cook : 

" All this is for to-morrow's roast and stew : 
Skin, lop, and truss : hang pots on every hook : 

And we must have line wine and while bread too, 
Because this time we mean to feast : to look 

We do not think your kitchens lost on you." 
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SUNDAY 

The Day of Balh and Deeds of Arms in Flonnce. 

lHD on the morrow, at first peep o' the day 
Which follows, and which men as Sunday apell, — 
Whom most him liketh, dame or damozel, 

Yonr chief Bhall choose out of the sweet array. 
I in a palace painted and made gay 
Shall he converse with her whom he lovee best ; 
And what he wishes, his desire expresa'd 

Shall bring to presence there, without gainsay. 

And youths shall dance, and men do feats of arms. 
And Florence be sought out on every side 
■ora orchards and from vineyards and from farms : 
That they who till her streets from far and wide 

Id your fine temper may discern such charms 
Ab sball Irom day to day be magnified. 
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AUGUST 

For August, be your dwelling tliircy towers 
Within an AJpine vailey mountainous, 
Where never the aea-wind may vex your house, 

But clear life separate, like a star, be yours. 

There horses shall wait saddled at al! hours. 
That ye may mount at morning or at eve : 
On each hand either ridge ye shall perceive, 

A mile apart, which soon a good beact scours. 

So alway, drawing homewards, ye shall tread 
Your valley parted by a rivulet 

Which day and night shall flow sedate and 
smooth. 

There all through noon ye may possess the shade, 
And there your open purses shall entreat 

The best of Tuscan cheer to feed your youth. 



SEPTEMBER 

And in September, what keen delight ! 

Falcons and astors, merlins, sparrowhawks ; 

Decoy-birds that shafl lure your game in flocks 
And hounds with bells ; and gauntlets stout and 

tight; 
Wide pouches ; crossbows shooting out of sight i 

Arblasts and javelins ; balls and ball-cases ; 

All birds the best to fly at ; moulting these. 
Those rear'd by hand ; with linches mean and sligl 
And for their chase, all birds the best to fly ; 

And each to each of you be lavish siiil 
In gifts; and robbery find no gainsaying! 
And if you meet with Iravellera going by, 

Their purses from your purse's flow shall £11 
And avarice be the only outcast thing. 



GUIDO DELLE COLONNE g; 

Yet pride's excess is not a thing to praise. 
Therefore, my lady, let thy harshness gain 
Some touch of pity which may etill restrain 

Thy hand, ere Death cut short these hours and days 

The Sim is very high and full of light. 

And the more bright the higher he doth ride : 

So let thy pride, my lady, and thy height, 

Stand me in stead and turn to my delight. 

StilJ inmostly I love thee, labouring still 
T hat others g 
Oh ! what a ^ 
iTo hold apart and not to show its ill ! 
$et by no will the face can hide the soul ; 
And ever with the eyes the heart has need 
To be in all things willingly agreed. 

a mighty strength that should control 
fhe heart's iierce beat, and never speak a word : 
were a mighty strength, 1 say again, 
de such pain, and to be sovran lord 
i any heart that had such love to hoard. 

Por Love can make the wisest turn astray ; 

, at its most, of measure still has least ; 
He is the maddest man who loves the best ; 

ive's jest, to make men's heart alway 

J hot that they by coldnes s cannot cool. 

The eyes unto the heart bear messages 

Of the beginnings ofafl pain and ease : 

\nd thou, my lady, in thy hand dnst rule 

yes and heart which thou hast made thine 

rocks. my life. with. tempsBts on the deep, 
"a ship r o unii whi ch the winds are blown : 
t my pennon that wilt not go down. 
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DECEMBER 

Last, for Decembei, housea on the pla 
Ground- floors to live in, logs heap'd 
And carpets stretch'd, and newest games to try, 

And torches lit, and gifts from man to man 

{Your host, a drunkard and a Catalan) ; 

And whole dead pigs, and cunning cooks to ply 
liaeh throat with tit-bits that shall satisfy ; 

And wine-butts of Saint Galganus' brave span. 

And be your coats well lined and tightly bound. 
And wrap yourselves in cloaks of strength t 
weight, 
With gallant hoods to put your faces through. 

And make your game of abject vagabond 
Abandon'd miserable reprobate 

Misers ; don't let them have a chance with you. 



CONCLUSION. 

And DOW take thought, my sonnet, who is he 
That most is full of every gentleness j 
And say to him (for thou shalt quickly guest 

His name) that all hia 'bests are law to me. 

For if I held fair Paris town in fee. 

And were not cali'd his friend, 'twere surely leu, 
Ah ! had he but the emperor's wealth, my place 

Were fitted in his love more steadily 

Than is Saint Francis at Assisi. Alway 
Commend me unto him and his,— not lesst 
To Caian, held so dear in the blithe band. 

" Folgore da San Geminiano" (say) 

" Has sent me, charging me to travel fast. 

Because his heart went with you in your hand. 
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OF THE WEEK 

Seven Sonnets 

DEDICATION 

There is among my thoughts the joyous plan 
To fashion a bright- jewelFd carcanet, 
Which I upon such worthy brows would set, 

To say, it suits them fairly as it can. 

And now I have newly found a gentleman, 
Of courtesies and birth commensurate, 
Who better would become the imperial state 

Than fits the gem within the signet's span. 

Carlo di Messer Guerra Cavicciuoli,^ 

Of him I speak, — brave, wise, of just award 
And generous service, let who list command ; 

And lithelier limb*d than ounce or leopard. 
He holds not money-bags, as children, holy ; 
For Lombard Este hath no freer hand. 

^ That 18, according to early Tuscan nomenclature; 
Carlo, the son 0/* Messer Guerra Cavicciuoli. 
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DECEMBER 

Last, for December, houses on the plain, 

Grouod-floora to live in, logs heap'd mountain -high, 
And carpets stretch' d, and newest games to try, 

And torches lit, aod gifts from man to man 

(Your host, a drunkard and a Catalan) ; 

And whole dead pigs, and cunnioE cooks to ply 
Each throat with tit-bite that shall satisfy j J 

And wine-buits of Saint Galganus' brave span. | 

And be your coats well lined and tightly bound, 1 

And wrap yourselves in cloaks of strength andjl 
weight, 
Willi gallant hoods to put your faces through. 

And make your game of abject vagabond 
Abandon'd miserable reprobate 

Misers j don't let them have a chance with you.' 



CONCLUSION. 

And now take thought, my sonnet, who is he 

That most is full of every gentleness ; 

And say to him (for thou shalt quickly guess 
His name) that all his 'hests are law to me. 
For if I held fair Paris town in fee. 

And were not cali'd his friend, 'twere surely less. 

Ah ! had he but the emperor's wealth, my plac 
Were fitted in his love more steadily 
Than is Saint Francis at Assisi. Alway 

Commend me unto him and his, — not least 
To Caian, held so dear in the blithe band. 
" Folgore da San Geminiano " (say) 

" Has sent me, charging me to travel fast, 

Because his heart went with you in your hand." 



FOLGORE DA SAN GEMINIANO 



OF THE WEEK 

Seven Sonnets 

DEDICATION 

There is among my thoughts the joyous plan 
To fashion a brig ht- je well' d carcanet, 
Which I upon such worthy brows would set. 

To say, it suits them fairly as it can. 

And now I have newly found a gentleman. 
Of courtesies and birth commensurate. 
Who better would become the imperial state 

Than fits the gem within the signet's span. 

Carlo di Messer Guerra Cavicciuoli,' 

Of him I speak, — brave, wise, of just award 
And generous service, let who list command; 

And liihelier limb'd than ounce or leopard. 
He holds not money-bags, as children, holy ; 
For Lombard Este hath no freer hand. 
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MONDAY 
The Day of So-igi attd Lo-vi. 

Now with the moon the day-star Lucifer 
Departs, and night is gone at last, and day 
Brings, making all men's spirits strong and gay 

A gentle wind to gladden the new air. 

Lo ! this is Monday, the week's harbinger ; 
Let music breathe her softest matin-lay. 
And let the loving damsela aing to-day, 

And the aun wound with heat at noontide here. 

And thou, young lord, arise and do not sleep. 
For now the ainorons day inviteth thee 

The harvest of thy lady's youth to reap. 

Let coursers round the door, and palfreys, be, 
With squires and pages clad delightfully ; 

And Love's commaodraents have thou heed lo keep. 



The Day of Bank!. 
To a new world on Tuesday shifts my song. 

Where beat of drum ia heard, and tr umpet- blast j 

Where footmen arm'd and horsemen arm'd go pi 
And bells say ding to bells that answer doQg ; 
Where he the first and after him the throng, 

Arm'd all of them with coats and hoods of steel, 

Shall see their foes and make their foes to feel. 
And so in wrack and rout drive them along. 
Then hither, thither, dragging on the field 

His master, empty-seated goes the horse, 
'Mid entrails strown abroad of soldiers kill'd j 

Till blow CO camp those trumpeters of yours 
Who noise awhile your triumph and are still'd. 

And to yoar tents you come back conquerors. 
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WEDNESDAY 

Thi Day of Fe^^Is. 

And every Wednesday, as the swift days move, 

Pheasaot and peacock- shooting out of doors 

You'll have, and midtitude of harea to course. 
And after you come home, good cheer enough ; 
And sweeteet ladies at the board above. 

Children of kings and counts and senators ; 

And comely- iavour'd youthful hachelora 
To serve them, bearing garlands, for true love. 

And still let cups of gold and silver ware, 
Ruolets of vernage-wine and wine of Greece, 

Comlits and cakes be found at bidding there j 
And let your gifts of birds and game increase ; 

And let dl those who in your banquet share 
Sit with bright faces perfectly at ease. 



THURSDAY 

The Day of Jousts and Toiirnamcnti . 

For Thursday be the tournament prepared. 
And gendemen in lordly jousts compete : 
First man with man together let them meet, — 

By fifties and by hundreds afterward. 

Let arms and housings each be fitly pair'd, 
And fitly hold your battle to its heat 
From the third hour to vespers, after meat; 

Till the best-winded be at last declared. 

Then back unto your beauties, as ye came : 
Where upon sovereign beds, with wise control 
Of leeches, shall your hurts be swathed in bands. 
The ladies shall assist with their own hands, 

And each be so well paid in seeing them 
That on the morrow he be sound and whole. 



RUGGIERI DI AMICI, SICILIANO 

Canzonetta 
For a Renewal of Favours, 

T PLAY this sweet prelMe 

For the best heart, and queen 
Of gentle womanhood^ 

From here unto Messene ; 
Of flowers the fairest one ; 
The star that's next the sun ; 

The brightest star of all. 
What time I look at her, 
My thoughts do crowd and stir 

And are made musical. 

Sweetest my lady, then 

Wilt thou not just permit, 
As once I did, again 

That I should speak of it ? 
My heart is burning me 
Within, though outwardly 

I seem so brave and gay. 
Ah ! dost thou not sometimes 
Remember the sweet rhymes 

Our lips made on that day ? — 

When I her heart did move 

By kisses and by vows, 
Whom I then call'd my love, 

Fair-hair'd, with silver brows : 

96 



CARNINO GHIBERTI 

She sang there as we sat ; 
Nor then withheld she aught 

Which it were right to give ; 
But said, "Indeed I will 
Be thine through good and ilJ 

As long as I may live." 

And while I live, dear love. 

In gladness and in need 
Myself I will approve 

To be thine own indeed. 
If any man dare blame 
Our loves, — bring him to shami 

O God ! and of this year 
Let him not see the May. 
Is't not a vile thing, say. 

To freeze at Midsummer ? 



NINO GHIBERTI, DA FIOREN2A 



Lady, hi fear. Death 
thee is my heart ; 



Being absent fn 
i afar, but nea 

Only soliciting 
%3t this long absence se 
, if thou knew'st what p 
The lack of thy sweet 
'hou would St remember n 
Even as my case, the btag' 

Which, thinking to escape 
'death, escaping whence the pack gi 

Is wounded and doth die. 
it), ID my spirit imagining thy shape, 
I would fly Death, and Death o' 



Dm passionately, 
wont to be. 



RUGGIERI DI AMICI, SICILIANO 

Canzonetta 
For a Renewal of Favours, 

T PLAY this sweet preliide 

For the best heart, and queen 
Of gentle womanhood, 

From here unto Messene ; 
Of flowers the fairest one ; 
The star that's next the sun ; 

The brightest star of all. 
What time I look at her, 
My thoughts do crowd and stir 

And are made musical. 

Sweetest my lady, then 

Wilt thou not just permit. 
As once I did, again 

That I should speak of it ? 
My heart is burning me 
Within, though outwardly 

I seem so brave and gay. 
Ah ! dost thou not sometimes 
Remember the sweet rhymes 

Our lips made on that day ? — 

When I her heart did move 

By kisses and by vows, 
Whom I then call'd my love, 

Fair-hair'd, with silver brows : 

96 
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CARNINd GHIBERTI 

She sang there as we aat ; 
Nor then withheld she aught 

Which it were right to give ; 
But said, " Itideed I will 
Be thine through good and ill 

As long as I may live." 

And while I live, dear love, 

Id glad tie es and in need 
Myself I will approve 

To he thine own indeed. 
If any man dare blame 
Our loves, — bring him to ehame, 

O God ! and of this year 
Let him not see the May. 
la't not a vile thing, say, 

To freeze at Midsummer ? 



ARNINO GHIBERTI, DA FIORENZA 



Being abtiKl/rum bh JMy, he fear. Death 
I itM afar, but near thee is my heart ; ■ 

Only soliciting I 

That this long absence seem not ill to thee : 
For, if thou knew'st what pain and evil smart 

The lack of thy sweet countenance can bring 

Thou wooidst remember me compassionately. 

Even as my case, the stag's is wont to be, 

Which, thinking to escape 

Hifl death, escaping whence the pack gives cry. 

Is wounded and doth die. 
' So, tu my spirit imagining thy shape, 

1 would fly Death, and Death o'ermaoters mc. 
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I am o'erpower'd of Death when, telliog o'er 
Thy beauties in niy thought, 
I seem to have that which I have Dot : then 
I am as he who in each meteor, 
Dazzled and wilder'd sees the thing he aoughl. 
In suchwise Love deals with me among men ; 
Thee whom I have not, yet who dost sustain 
My life, he hringeth in hie arms to me 
Full oft, — yet I approach not unto thee. 
Ah ! if we be not join'd i' the very fieeh. 
It cannot last but I indeed shall die 

By burden of this love that weigheth so. 
As an o'erladen bough, while yet 'tis fresh. 

Breaks, and itself and fruit are lost thereby, — . 
So shall I, love, be lost, alas for woe ! 
And, if this slay indeed that thus doth rive 
My liearc, how then shall I be comforted ? 
Thou, as a lioness 
Her cub, in sore distress 
Might'st toil to bring me out of death alive : 
But couldst thou raise me up, if I were dead! 

Oh! but an' if thou wouldsi, I were more glad 
Of death than life, — thus kept 
From thee and the true life thy face can bring. 
So in nowise could death be harsh or bad; 
But it should seem to me that I had slept, 
And was awaken'd with thy summoning. 
Yet, sith the hope thereof is a vain thing, 
I, in fast fealty. 
Can like the Assassin ' be, 
Who, to be fiubjett to his lord in all, 

Goes and accepts his death and has no heed ; 
Even as he doth so could I do indeed. 

> Alluding to the Syrian tribe of ABsasBins, whole chW 



PRINZIVALLE DORIA 

Nevertheless, ihis one memorial — 
The last, I send thee, for Love orders it. 
He, this last once, wills chat thus much be n 
In prayer that it may fall 'twixt thee and 
After the manner of 
Two birds that feast (heir love 
Even unto anguish, till, if neither quit 
The other, one must perish utterly. 



PRINZIVALLE DORIA 



Of his Lovr, wilb ihe Figure of a sudden Slarm. 

Even as the day when it is yet at dawning 

Seems mild and kind, being fair to look upon, 

While the birds carol underneath their awning 
Of leaves, as if they never would have done ; 
Which on a sudden changes, just at noon, 

And the broad light is broken into rain 
That stops and comes again ; 

Even as the traveller, who had held his way 

Hopeful and glad because of the bright weather, 
Forgetteth then his gladness altogether ; 

Even so am I, through Love, alas the day ! 

It plainly is through Love that 1 am so. 

At first, he let me still grow happier 
Each day, and made her kindness seem to grow ; 

But now he has quite changed her heart in her. 

And I, whose hopes throbb'd and were ill a«lu 



g CARNINO GHIBERTI < 

I am o'erpower'd of Death when, telling o'er 
Thy beauties id my thought, 
T seem to have that which I have not : then 
I am as he who in each meteor, 
Dazzled and wilder'd sees the thing he sought. 
In Buchwise Love deals with me among men;— 
Thee whom I have not, yet who doat eoatain 
My life, he bringeth in his arme to me 
Full oft, — yet I approach not unto thee. 
Ah ! if we be not join'd i' the very flesh. 
It cannot last but I indeed shall die 

By burden of this love that weigheth so. 
As an o'erladen bough, while yet 'tis fresh, 
Breaks, and itself and fruit are lost thereby, — 
So shall I, love, be lost, alas for woe ! 
And, if this slay indeed that thus doth rive 
My heart, how then shall I be comforted ? 
Thou, as a lioness 
Her cub, in sore distress 
Might'st toil to bring me out of death alive: 
But couldst thou raise me up, if I were dead? 

Oh ! but an' if thou wouldst, I were more glad 
Of death than life, — thus kept 
From thee and the true life thy face can bring. 
So in nowise could death be harsh or bad ; 
But it should seem to rae that I had slept. 
And was awaken'd with thy summoning, 
Yet, sith the hope thereof is a vain thing, 
I, in fast fealty. 
Can like the Assassin ' be. 
Who, to be subject to his lord in all. 

Goes and accepts his death and has no heed : 
Even as he doth so could I do indeed. 



PRINZIVALLE DORIA 

Nevertheless, this one memorial — 
The last, I send thee, for Love order: 
He, thia last otice, wills that thua much be v 
In prayer that it may lall 'twixt thee a 
After the manner of 
Two birds that feast their love 
Even unto anguish, till, if neither quit 
The olJier, one must perish utterly. 



PRINZIVALLE DORIA 



'hii Lave, •with the Figure of a sudden Storm. 

IE YEN as the day when it is yet at dawning 

Seems mild and kind, being fair to look upon. 

While the birds carol underneath their awning 
Of leaves, as if they never would have done ; 
Which on a sudden changes, just at noon, 

,And the broad light is broken into rain 
That stops and comes again ; 
ven as the traveller, who had held his way 
Hopeful and glad because of the bright weather, 
Forgettelh then his gladness altogether ; 

Even so am I, through Love, alas the day ! 

It plainly is through Love that 1 am so. 

At first, he let me still grow happier 
Each day, and made her kindneas seem to grow ; 

But now he has quite changed her heart in her. 

And I, whose hopes throbb'd and were aH aMw 



94 CIUNCIO FIORENTINO 

But a fool's venture ? 
To have my sight fuli 
Of you propitious 
Truly my wish was, 
And to pursue you 
And let love chasten 
My heart to the centre. 
But warming, lady. 
May end in burning. 
Of all this yearning 
What comes, I beg you ? 
In all your glances 
What is't a man sees ? — 
Fever and ague. 



CIUNCIO FIORENTINO 



Can 



ZONE 



Of his Love ; tuith the Figures of a Stag^ of Water ^ 

and of an Eagle. 

Lady, with all the pains that I can take, 

I'll sing my love renew'd, if I may, well, 

And only in your praise. 
The stag in his old age seeks out a snake 

And eats it, and then drinks (I have heard tell), 

Fearing the hidden ways 
Of the snake's poison, and renews his youth. 

Even such a draught, in truth. 
Was your sweet welcome, which cast out of me. 

With whole cure instantly. 
Whatever pain I felt, for my own good, 
When first we met that I might be renew'd. 



PRINZIVALLE DORIA 

Nevertheleas, this one memorial — 
The last, I send thee, for Love orders it. 
He, this last once, wille that thus much be wi 
In prayer that it may fall 'twixt thee and r 
After the manner of 
Two birds that feast their love 
Even unto anguish, till, if neither quit 
The other, one must perish utterly. 



PRINZIVALLE DORIA 



Of hii Lffoe, with the Figure of a suddm Storm. 

I Even as the day when it is yet at dawning 

Seems rniid and kind, being fair to look upon, 
While the birds carol underneath their awning 
Of leaves, as if they never would have done ; 
I Which on a sudden changes, just at noon, 
And the broad light is broken into rain 

That slope and comes again ; 
Even as the traveller, who had held his way 
Hopeful and glad because of the bright weather, 
Forgetteth then his gladness altogether ; 
• Even so am I, through Love, alas the day ! 

It plainly is through Love that 1 am so. 

At first, he let me still grow happier 
Each day, and made her kindness seem to grow ; 

But now he has quite changed her heart in her. 

And I, whose hopes throbb'd and were all as*.w 



CARNINO GHIBERTI ^ 

n o'erpower'd of Death wbec, telling o'er 

Thy beauties in my thought, 
1 seen) lo have that which I have not : then 
I am aa he who in pach meCegr, 
Dazzled and wilder'd sees the thing he Bought. 
In Euchwise Love deals with me among men :- 
Thee whom I have not, yet who dost sustain 
My life, he bringeth in his anna to me 
Full oft,- — ^yet I approach not unto thee. 
Ah ! if we be not join'd i' the very flesh, 
It cannot last but I indeed shall die 

By burden of this love that weigheth so. 
As an o'erladen bough, while yet 'tis fresh. 
Breaks, and itself and fruit are lost thereby,^ 
So shall I, love, be lost, alas for woe ! 
And, if this slay indeed that thus doth rive 
My heart, how then shall 1 be comforted? 
Thou, as a lioness 
Her cub, in sore distress 
J Might'at toil to bring me out of death alive : 

" t couldst thou raise me up, if I were dead? 

I Oh ! but an' if thou wouldst, I were more gUd 
Of death than life,— thus kept 
From thee and the true life thy face can bring 
10 in nowise could death be harsh or bad ; 
But it should seem to me that I had slept, 
And was awaken'd with thy summoning. , 
Yet, sith the hope thereof is a rain thing, 
I, in fast fealty, 
Can like the Aesassin' be, 
' Who, to be subject to his lord in all. 

Goes and accepts his death and has no heed; 
Even as be doth so could I do indeed. 






' PRrazrVALLE DORIA 

Nevertheleas, this one memorial — 
The last, I send thee, for Love orders it. 
He, this last once, wills that thus much be n 
In prayer that it may fall 'twixt thee and 
After the manner of 
Two birds tliat feast their love 
Even unto anguish, till, if neither quit 
The other, one must perish utterly. 



PRINZIVALLE DORIA 



n 



'. Of hit Love, v/ith the Figure of a fuddta Storm. 

[EvEH as the day when it is yet at dawning 

Seems mild and kind, being fair to look upon, 

While the birds carol underneath their awning 

I Of leaves, as if they never would have done ; 

j Which 00 a sudden changes, just at noon, 

{And the broad light is broken into rain 

I That slops and comes again ; 

|Even as the traveller, who had held his way 

Hopefiil and glad because of the bright weacher, 
Forgettelh then his gladness altogether ; 

I Even so am I, through Love, alas the day I 

'it plainly Is through Love that 1 am so. 
At first, he let me still grow happier 
Each day, and made her kindness seem to grow ; 
i But now he has quite changed her heart in her. 
I And I, whose hopes throbb'd and were all astir 
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For Umes wheD I should call her mine aloud 
And in her pride be prond 

Who is more fair than gems are, ye may say, 
Having that fairness which holds hearts in rul 
I have learnt now to count him but a foo! 

Who before evening says, A goodly day. 

It had been better not to have begun, 

Since, having known my error, tis too late. 

This thing from which I Buffer, thou hast done, 
Lady ; canst thou restore me my first state J 
The wound thou gayest canst thou medicate i 

Not thou, forsooth : thou hast not any art 
To keep death from my heart. 

lady ! where is now my life's full meed 

Of peace, — mine once, and which thou look'sl 

Surely it cannot n>iw be far from day : 
Night Ib already very long indeed. 

The sea is much more beautiful at rest 
Than when the tempest tramples over ii 

Wherefore, to see the smile which has so 

This heart of mine, deem'st thou these eyes unfit 
There ia no maid so lovely, it is writ, 

That by such stern unwomanly regard 
Her face may not be marr'd. 

1 therefore pray of thee, my own soul's wife, 

That thou remember me who am forgot. 
How shall I stand without thee ? Art thou 
The pillar of the building of my life ? 



>fit;J 
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RUSTICO DI FILIPPO 



Of the Making of Master Mesierin. 

When God had linish'd Master Meaaerin, 

He really thought it something to have done ; 

Bird, man, and beast had got a chance in one, 
And each felt flatter'd, it waa hoped, therein. 
For he is Ukc a goose i' the windpipe thin, 

And like a cameieopard high i' the loins ; 

To which, for manhood, you'll be told he joins 
Some kinde of flesh-hues and a callow chin. 
Ah lo his singing, he affects the crow ; 

As to his learning, beasts in general ; 

And »etB all square by dressing like a man. 
God made him, having nothing else to do ; 

And proted there is not anything at all 
He cannot make, if that's a thing He can. 
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For rimes when I should call her mine aloud 
And in her pride be proud 

Who ia more fair than gems are, ye may say. 

Having that fairness which holds hearts in rule; — 
I have learnt now to count him but a fool 

Who before evening says, A goodly day. 

It had been becter not to have begun. 

Since, having known my error, tis too late. 

This thing from which I suffer, thou hast done, 
Lady : canst thou restore me my first state i 
The wound thou gavest canst thou medicate ? 

Kot thou, forsooth : thou hast not any art 
To keep death from my heart. 

lady ! where is now my life's full meed 

Of peace,^miDe once, and which thou took'tt 

Surely it cannot now be far from day : 
Night is already very long indeed. 

The sea is much more beautiful at rest 
Than when the tempest tramples over it. 

Wherefore, to see the smile which has so bless'd 
This heart of mine, deem'si thou these eyes unl 
There is no maid so lovely, it is writ, 

That by such stern unwomanly regard 
Her face may not be marr'd. 

1 therefore pray of thee, my own soul's wife. 

That thou remember me who am forgot. 
How shall I stand without thee '. Art thou not 
The pillar of the building of my life ? 
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Of the Mating of MasUr Me,s 
rMes 



God had finish'd Master P 
He really thought it eomething to have done; 
Bird, ni:iD, and beast had got a chance in one 
And each felt flatter'd, it was hoped, therein. 
For he ie like a goose i' the windpipe thin. 
And like a cameleopard high i' the loins ; 
To which, for manhood, you'll be told he joi 
Some kinds of flesh-hues and a callow chin. 
As to hia aingiug, he affects the crow ; 
As to his learning, beasts in general ; 

And sets all square by dressing like a man. 
God made him, having nothing elae to do ; 
And prOTcd there is not anything at all 
He cannot make, if that's a thing He can. 
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II. Sonnet 
Of the Safety of Messer Fazio.^ 

Master Bertuccio, you are callM to account 
That you guard Fazio's life from poison ill : 
And every man in Florence tells me still 

He has no horse that he can safely mount. 

A mighty war-horse worth a thousand pound 
Stands in Cremona stabled at his will ; 
Which for his honour'd person should fulfil 

Its use. Nay, sir, I pray you be not found 

So poor a steward. For all fame of yours 
Is cared for best, believe me, when I say : — 
Our Florence gives Bertuccio charge of one 

Who rides her own proud spirit like a horse ; 
Whom Cocciolo himself must needs obey ; 

And whom she loves best, being her strongest son. 

^ I have not been able to trace the Fazio to whom thii 
sonnet refers. 



RUSTICO DI FILIPPO 



OfMtnir Ugolwa.^ 

oae had anything to say 
Td the Lord Ugolino, because he's 
Not BtauDch, and never niinds his promisee, 
e hardly courteous, for it is hia way, 
!ourteouB v. were to say such sayings nay : 
As thus : He's true, air, only takes his ease 
And don't care merely if it plague or ]i!eaae, 
Ind has good ihoughw, no doubt, if they would stay. 
I I know he's so loyal every whit 
And altogether worth such a good word 
Ls worst would best and best would worst befit. 

He'd love his party with a dear accord 
f only he could once quite care for it, 
~ can't run post for any Law or Lord. 

> The chiracler here drawn certainly suggests Count 
i^lino de' Gherardfsi:hi, though it would seem chat Ru<- 
EO diet! nearly twenty years before the tragedy of the 
bwer of Famine. 



PUCCIARELLO DA FIORENZA 

Sonnet 
Of Expediency, 

Pass and let pass, — this counsel I would give, — 
And wrap thy cloak what way the wind may blow. 
Who cannot raise himself were wise to know 

How best, by dint of stooping, he may thrive. 

Take for ensample this : when the winds drive 
Against it, how the sapling tree bends low, 
And, once being prone, abideth even so 

Till the hard harsh wind cease to rend and rive. 

Wherefore, when thou behold'st thyself abased. 
Be blind, deaf, dumb ; yet therewith none the less 
Note thou in peace what thou shalt hear and see, 

Till from such state by Fortune thou be raised. 
Then hack, lop, buffet, thrust, and so redress 
Thine ill that it may not return on thee. 
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ALBERTUCCIO DELLA VIOLA 



Canzone 
Of Ut Lady dancing. 

Among the dancers I beheld her dai 
Her who alone ia my hi'ari' 

So, aa she danced, I look this wound of her ; 

Alas ! the flower of flowers, she did not fail. 
Woe's me ! I will be Jew and blasphemer 

If the good god of Love do not prevail 
To bring me to thy grace, oh ! thou most fair. 

My lady and my lord ! alas for wail ! 
How many days and how much eufFerance? 

Oh ! would to God that 1 had never seen 

Her face, nor had beheld her dancing so ! 
Then had I niisa'd this wound which is so keen- 
Yea, raortal^for I think not to win through 
Unless her love be ray sweet medicine ; 
[ Whereof I am in doubt, alas for woe ! 

' Fearing therein but such a little chance. 

1 

\ She was apparell'd tn a byrian cloth, 
I My lady :— oh ! but she did grace the same, 

Gladdening all folk, that they were nowiae loth 

At eijjht of her to put their ills from ihera. 

But upon me her power hath had such giowth 

That nought of joy thenceforth, hut a live flai 

b Stirs at my heart, — which ' 

L '" 
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Swcet-smelliog rose, Bwcet, sweet to smell a 
Great solace had she in her eyca for all ; 

But heavy woe is mine ; for upon me 

Her eyes, as they were wont, did never f 

Which thing if it were done advisedly, 
I would choose death, that could no mori 

Not caring for my life's 






TOMMASO BUZZUOLA, DA FAENZA * 



Heh , 



r ofhb Lady. 



Even as the moon amid the stars doth shed 

Her lovelier splendour of exceeding light, — 
Even 80 my lady seems the queen and head 

Among all other ladies in my sight. 
Her human visage, like an angel's made, 

la glorious even to beauty's perfect height; 
And with her simple bearing soft and staid 

All secret modesties of soul unite. 
I therefore feel a dread in loving her; 

Because of thinking on her excellence. 

The wisdom and the beauty which she has. 
I pray her for the sake of God, — whereas 

I am her servant, yet in sore suepeose 
Have held my peace, — to have me in her care. 



NOFFO BONAGUIDA 



He is enjoinid to pun Love. 

K spiKiT of Love, with Love's intelligence, 
Maketh his sojourn alway in my breast. 
Maintaining me in perfect joy and rest j 
Nor could I live an hour, were he gone thence ; 
Through whom my love hath such full permaneiice 
That thereby other loves seem dispossess'd. 
I have no pain, nor am with sighs oppress'd. 
So calm ia the benignant influence. 
Because this spirit of Love, who speaks to me 
'my dear lady's teaderDCBs and worth. 
Says : " More than thus to love her seek thou nol 
Even as she loves thee in her wedded thought ; 
But honour her in thy heart delicately : 

ir this is the most blessed joy on earth." 



LIPPO PASCHI DE' BARDI 

Sonnet 
He soltctts a Ladys Favours. 

Wert thou as prone to yield unto my prayer 

The thing, sweet virgin, which I ask of thee. 

As to repeat, with all humility, 
"Pray you go hence, and of your speech forbear ; '*- 
Then unto joy might I my heart prepare, 

Having my fellows in subserviency ; 

But, for that thou contemn' st and mockest me, 
Whether of life or death I take no care ; 
Because my heart may not assuage its drouth 

Nor ever may again rejoice at all 

Till the sweet face bend to be felt of man, — 
Till tenderly the beautiful soft mouth 

I kiss by thy good leave ; thenceforth to call 
Blessing and triumph Love's extremest ban. 



loB 



iER PACE, NOTAIO DA FIORENZA 



A Return to Love. 

A FRESH content of fresh enamouring 

Yields me afresh, at length, the sense of song, 
Who had well-nigh forgotten Love so long : 

But now my homage he will have me bring. 

So that my life is now a joyful thing, 

Having new-found desire, elate and strong, 
In her to whom all grace and worth belong. 

On whom I now attend for ministering. 

The countenance remembering, with the limba. 

She was ail imaged on my heart at once 

Suddenly by a single look ai her ; 

Whom when I now behold, a heal there seems 
Within, as of a subtle Hre that runs 

Unto my heart, and remains burning there. 



NICCOL6 DEGLI ALBIZZI 

Prolonged Sonnet 
When the Troops were returning from Milan. 

If you could see, &ir brother, how dead beat 

The fellows look who come through Rome to- 
day, — 

Black yellow smoke-dried visages,— you'd say 
They thought their haste at going all too fleet. 
Their empty victual-waggons up the street 

Over the bridge dreadfully sound and sway ; 

Their eyes, as hang'd men's, turning the wrong way ; 
And nothing on their backs, or heads, or feet. 
One sees the ribs and all the skeletons 

Of their gaunt horses ; and a sorry sight 
Are the torn saddles, cramm'd with straw and stones. 

They are ashamed, and march throughout the night ; 
Stumbling, for hunger, on their marrowbones ; 

Like barrels rolling, jolting, in this plight. 
Their arms all gone, not even their swords are saved ; 
And each as silent as a man being shaved. 
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FRANCESCO DA BARBERINO 

I. Blank Verse ' 

j^ yirgin declares her Braul'm. 

Do not conceive thai I shall be re recount 
All my own beauty : yet I promise you 
That you, by what I tell, shal! understand 
All that belits and that is well to know. 

My bosom, which is very softly made, 
,0f a white even colour without stain. 
Bears two fair apples, fragrant, sweeily-savour'd, 
Gather'd together from the Tree of Life 
The which is in the midst of Paradise. 
And these no person ever yet has louch'dj 
For out of nurse's and of mother's hands 
I was, when God in secret gave them me. 
These ere I yield I must know welt to whom ; 
And for that [ would not be robb'd of them, 
I I Bpeak not all the virtue that they have ; 

Yet thus far speaking :- — blessed were the man 
Who once should touch them, were it but a little ;- 
See ihem I say not, for that might not be. 

My girdle, clipping pleasure round about. 
Over my clear dress even unto my knees 
Hangs down with sweet precision tenderly ; 
And under it Virginity abides. 
Faithful and simple and of plain belief 

' ExlnctHl from his long trealiie, in unrhymcd verw ar 
n proie, "Of the Government and Conduct of Womrn 
ad Riggimiixli , dii Cvlumi dilli Dsnne). 
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Prolonged Sonnet 
When the Troops were returning from Milan. 

If you could see, feir brother, how dead beat 

The fellows look who come through Rome to- 
day,— 

Black yellow smoke-dried visages, — you'd say 
They thought their haste at going all too fleet. 
Their empty victual-waggons up the street 

Over the bridge dreadfully sound and sway ; 

Their eyes, as hang'd men's, turning the wrong way ; 
And nothing on their backs, or heads, or feet. 
One sees the ribs and all the skeletons 

Of their gaunt horses ; and a sorry sight 
Are the torn saddles, cramm'd with straw and stones. 

They are ashamed, and march throughout the night ; 
Stumbling, for hunger, on their marrowbones ; 

Like barrels rolling, jolting, in this plight. 
Their arms all gone, not even their swords are saved ; 
And each as silent as a man being shaved. 
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FRANCESCO DA BARBERINO 
I. Blank Verse i 
j1 Virgin declare! her Beauties. 
00 not conceive that X ahall here recount 
All mj own beauty : yet I promise you 
That you, by what I tell, shall understand 
All that beiits and that is welt to know. 



Bears two fair apples, fragrant, sweetly-savour' 
Gather'd together from the Tree of Life 
The which is in the midst of Paradise. 
And these no person ever yet has louch'd ; 
For out of nuriic's and of mother's hands 
I was, when God in secret gave them me. 
Theae ere I yield I muet know well to whom 
And for that I would not be robb'd of them, 
I speak not all the virtue that they have ; 
Yet thus far speaking :— blessed were 
Who once should touch them, were it 
See them I say not, for that might not be. 

My girdle, clipping pleasure round about, 
Over my clear dress even unto my knees 
Hangs down with sweet precision tenderly j 
And under it Virginity abides. 
Faithful and simple and of plain belief 




FRANCESCO DA BARBERINO 

She is, with her fair garland bright like gold } 
And very fearful if she overhears 
Speech of herself; the wherefore ye perceive 
That I speak soft lest she be made ashamed. 

Lo ! ihis is ehe who hath for company 
The Sod of God and Mother of the Son ; 
Lo ! this is ehe who eits with mao; in heaven ; 
Lo ! this is she with whom are few on earth. 



IL Sentenze^ 
Of Sloth against Sin. 

There is a vice which oft 

I've heard men praise; and dirers forma it) 

And it is this. Whereas 
Some, by their wisdom, lordship, or repute, 

When tumuIiB art afoot. 

Might stifle them, or at the least allay, — 

These certain ones will say, 
"The wise man bids thee fly the nc 

One says, " Wouldst thou maintain 

Worship, — avoid where thou may'st not avai 

Add do not breed worse ail 
By adding one more voice to strife begun." 

Another, with this one. 

Avers, " I could but bear a email expense. 

Or yield a slight defence." 
A third says this, " I could but offer words." 



.^ 
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r one, whose tongue recoi'ds 
Uawiiliiigly hU own bane heart, will say, 
" I'll not be led astray 
To beat a hand in others' life or death." 

They have it in their teeth ! 

For unto this each man is pledged and bound ; 

And this thing shall be found 
Enler'd against him at the Judgment Day. 



III. Sentence 
OfSlmmSprnh. 



tll'd absolutely. 



Now these four things, if thou 
Consider, are so bad that no: 
First,^ — among counsellors 

To thrust thyself, when not 

And in the other three 
Many offend by their own 
When men in council sit. 

One talks because he loTea n 



And one to hare his will ; 

And one for nothing else but only show. 

These rules were well to know. 
First for the iirst, for the others afterward. 

Where many are rep.iir'd 

And met together, never go with theiu 

Unless rhou'rc cali'd by name. 
This for the £rst : now for the other iWee. 
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What truly thou dost see 

Turn in thy mind, and faithfully report ; 

And in the plainest sort 
Thy wisdom may, proffer thy counselling. 

There is another thing 

Belongs hereto, the which is on this wise. 

If one should ask advice 
Of thine for his own need whate'er it be, — 

This is my word to thee : — 

Deny it if it be not clearly .of use ; 

Or turn to some excuse 
That may seem fair, and thou shalt have done well 



IV. Sentenze 
Of Importunities and Troublesome Persons* 

There is a vice prevails 

Concerning which I'll set you on your guard ; 

And other four, which hard 
It were (as may be thought) that I should blame. 

Some think that still of them — 

Whate'er is said — some ill speech lies beneath ; 

And this to them is death : 
Whereby we plainly may perceive their sins. 

And now let others wince. 

One sort there is, who, thinking that they please 

(Because no wit's in these), 
Where'er you go, will stick to you all day, 



W FRANCESCO DA BARBERINO 

B And answer (when you say, 

I "Don't Jet itie lire you out! "),"Oh never n 

H Say nothing of the kind,- — 

B It'a quite a pleasuie to be where you are ! " 

A second, — when, as far 

Ab he could follow you, the whole day long 

He's Bung you his dull song, 
And you for courtesy have borne with it, — 



snug delight, — - 
Some day you've come in sight 
Of some great thought and got it well in view, — 

JuBt then to drop on you. 

A fourth, for any insult you've received 

Will say he is to grieved, 
And daily bring the subject up again. 

So now I would be fain 

To show you your best course at all such timi 

And counsel you in rhymee 
That you yourself offend not in likewise. 

In these four cases lies 

This help;— to think upon your own affair, 

Just showing here and there 
By juEt a word that you are listening i 

And still to the last thing 

That's said to you attend in your reply. 

And let the reet go by, — 
It's quite a chance if he remembers them. 



tao FAZIO DEGLI UBBRTI 

Which thou couldst find no language to declaie. 
*^^ .Behold if any picture can compare 
With her just limbs, each fit in shape and size. 

Or match her angel's colour like a pearl. 

She is a gentle girl 
To see ; yet when it needs, her scorn can rise. 

Meek, bashful, and in all things temperate, 

Her virtue holds its state; 
In whose least act there is that gift express'd 
Which of all reverence makes her worthiest." 

Soft as a peacock steps she, or as a stork 
Straight on herself, taller and statelier : 
'Tis a good sight how every limb doth stir 
For ever in a womanly sweet way. 

*' Open thy soul to see God's perfect work " 
(My thought begins afresh), "and look at her 
When with some lady-friend exceeding fair 
She bends and mingles arms and locks in play. 
Even as all lesser lights vanish away. 

When the sun moves, before his dazzling face. 
So is this lady brighter than all these. 
How should she fail to please, — 

Love's self being no more than her loveliness ? 
In all her ways some beauty springs to view ; 
All that she loves to do 

Tends alway to her honour's single scope ; 

And only from good deeds she draws her hope." 

Song, thou canst surely say, without pretence, 
That since the first fair woman ever made, 
Not one can have di splay' d 

More power upon all hearts than this one doth ; 
Because in her are both 
Loveliness and the soul's true excellence : — 
And yet (woe's me !) is pity absent thence ? 
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[jT, if insult gall 

>ur friend, t^is is the course that you should take. 

: £rst 'tis well you make 

luch lament thereof as you think fit, — 

speak no more of it, 
iless himself should bring it up again ; 
id then no more refrain 

full discourse, but say his grief is yours. 



V. Sentenze 

Of Caution, 

Say, wouldst thou guard thy son, 
That sorrow he may shun ? 
Begin at the beginning 
And let him keep from sinning. 
Wouldst guard thy house ? One door 
Make to it, and no more. 
Wouldst guard thine orchard-wall ? 
Be free of fruit to all. 



LIPPO PASCHI DE' BARDI 

Sonnet 
He solicits a Lady's Favours. 

Wert thou as prone to yield unto my prayer 

The thing, sweet virgin, which I ask of thee, 

As to repeat, with all humility, 
" Pray you go hence, and of your speech forbear ; "- 
Then unto joy might I my heart prepare, 

Having my fellows in subserviency; 

But, for that thou contemn' st and mockest me, 
Whether of life or death I take no care ; 
Because my heart may not assuage its drouth 

Nor ever may again rejoice at all 

Till the sweet face bend to be felt of man, — 
Till tenderly the beautiful soft mouth 

I kiss by thy good leave ; thenceforth to call 
Blessing and triumph Love's extremest ban. 
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fER PACE, NOTAIO DA FIORENZA 



A Return to Love. 

A FRESH content of fresh enamouring 

Yields me afreah, at length, the senBe of aong, 
Who had well-nigh forgotten Love bo long : 

Bui now my homage he will have me bring. 

So that my life is now a joyful thing, 

Having new-found desire, elate and strong. 
In her to whom all grace and worth belong, 

On whom I now attend for ministering. 

The countenance remembering, with the limbs. 

She was all imaged on my heart at once 

Snddeniy by a single look at her ; 

Whom when I now behold, a hc.it there seems 
Within, as of a subtle fire that runs 

Unto my heart, and remaina burning there. 



NICCOL6 DEGLI ALBIZZI 

Prolonged Sonnet 
When the Troops were returning from Milan* 

If you could see, fair brother, how dead beat 

The fellows look who come through Rome to- 
day,— 

Black yellow smoke-dried visages,— you'd say 
They thought their haste at going all too fleet. 
Their empty victual-waggons up the street 

Over the bridge dreadfully sound and sway ; 

Their eyes, as hang'd men's, turning the wrong way ; 
And nothing on their backs, or heads, or feet. 
One sees the ribs and all the skeletons 

Of their gaunt horses ; and a sorry sight 
Are the torn saddles, cramm'd with straw and stones. 

They are ashamed, and march throughout the night ; 
Stumbling, for hunger, on their marrowbones ; 

Like barrels rolling, jolting, in this plight. 
Their arms all gone, not even their swords are saved ; 
And each as silent as a man being shaved. 
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FRANCESCO DA BARBERTNO 
I. Blank Verse i 
A Virgin tUclarei her Beaul'us 
Do not conccJTe that 1 shall here recount 
All my own beauty ; yet I promise you 
That you, by what I tell, shall understand 
All that befits and that is well to know. 

My bosom, which is very softly made. 
Of a white even colour without ataio, 
Bears two fair apples, fragrant, sweetly-Bsvour'd, 
Galher'il together from the Tree of Life 
The which is in the midst of Paradise. 
And these tio person e»er yet has louch'd ; 
For out of nurse's and of mother's hands 
I was, when God in secret gave them me. 
These ere I yield I must know well to whom; 
And for that I would not be robb'd of them, 
I Bpeak not all the rirtue that they have ; 
Yet thus far speaking : — blessed were the man 
Who once should touch them, were it but a little ;- 
See them I say not, for that might not be. 

My girdle, clipping pleasure round about, 
Over my clear dress even unto my knees 
Hangs down wilh sweet precision tenderly j 
And under it Virginity abides. 
Faithful and simple and of plain belief 
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Than fire and water when they come together ; 
Yet so far good that he won fame in arms, 
And by himself riek'd many an enterprise 
All which he brought with hoaour to an end. 
Also if he were bad, he gat great ill ; 
For, chasing once the deer within a wood, 
And having wander'd from his company, 
Him by mischance a Bervant of his own 
Hit with an arrow, that he fell and died. 
And after him Henry the First was king. 
His brother, but therewith the father's like, 
Being well with God and just in peace and war. . 
Next Stephen, on his death, the kingdom Bcized, 
But with sore strife ; of whom tlius much be said 
That he wan frank and good is told of him. 
And after him another Henry reign'd. 
Who, when the war in France was waged and da 
I Pass'd beyond seas with the first Frederick. 

I Then Richard came, who, after heavy toil 

[i At sea, was captive made in Germany, 

Leaving the Sepulchre to join his host. 
Who being dead, full heavy was the wrath 
Of John his brother : and bo well he took 
Revenge, that still a moan is made of it. 
Thie John in kingly largesse and in war 
Delighted, when the kingdom fell to him ; 

I Hunting and riding ever in hot haste. 
Handsome in body and most poor in heart, 
Henry his eon and heir succeeded him. 
Of whom to speak I count it wretchedness. 
Yet there's some good to say of him, I grant ; 
Because of him was the good Edward born, 
WhoEe valour still is famous in the world. 
The same was he who, being without dread 
lOf the Old Man's Assassins, captured them. 
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I who repaid the jester if he tied.' 
same was he who over seaa wrought scathe 

aaoy times tu Malekdar, and bent 

3 the Chriatiao rule whole provinces. 

was a giant of his body, and great 
proud to fiewi and of such strength of sou] 

lever saddens with adversity. 

teign waB long ; and when his death befell, 

second Edward mounted to ihc throne, 
1 was of one kind with his grandiather. 
I from what report still says of him, 
t he waa evil, of base intellect, ,. 

. would DOC be adviEed by any man. 
ceive, good heart ! that how to thatch a rool 
b straw, — conceive ! — he held himself expert, 

therein constantly would take delight ! 
fraud he seized the Earl of Lancaster, 
. what he did with him I say not here, 
that he left him neither town nor tower. 

thiswise, step by step, thou may'st perceive 
t I to the third Edward have advanced, 
3 now lives strong and fuJl of enterprise, 

who already has grown manifest 
the best Christian known of in the world, 
s I have told, as thou wouldst have me cell, 

race of William even unto the end. 



:ial ii 



nerelyj 
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I. Canzone 
His Portrait of his Lady^ Angiola of Verofuu 

I LOOK at the crisp golden-threaded hair 

Whereof, to thrall my heart, Love twists a net ; 

Using at times a string of pearls for bait. 
And sometimes with a single rose therein. 
I look into her eyes which unaware 

Through mine own eyes to my heart penetrate ; 

Their splendour, that is excellently great, 
To the sun's radiance seeming near akin, 
Yet from herself a sweeter light to win. 
So that I, gazing on that lovely one. 

Discourse in this wise with my secret thought : — 

" Woe's me ! why am I not. 
Even as my wish, alone with her alone ? — 

That hair of hers, so heavily uplaid. 

To shed down braid by braid. 
And make myself two mirrors of her eyes 
Within whose light all other glory dies." 

I look at the amorous beautiful mouth, 

The spacious forehead which her locks enclose, 
The small white teeth, the straight and shapely 
nose, 
And the clear brows of a sweet pencilling. 
And then the thought within me gains full growth. 
Saying, ^* Be careful that thy glance now goes 
Between her lips, red as an open rose. 

Quite full of every dear and precious thing ; 
And listen to her gracious answering, 
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of the gentle mind that in her dwells, 
fWicb from all things can glean the nobler half. 
1 00k thou when she doth laugh 
W much her laugh is sweeter than aught elee." 
Thua evermore my spirit makes avow 
Touching her mouth ; till now 
"ould give anything that I possess, 

hear her mouth aay frankly, " Yes," 

ok at her wbite easy Deck, so well 

shoulders and from bosom lifted out ; 
!ind at her round cleft chin, which beyond doubt 

No fancy in the world could have desigii'd. 
|d then, with longing grown more voluble, 
'Were it not pleasant now," pursues my thought. 
To have thai neck within thy two arms caught 
And kiss it till the mark were left behind i" 
Then, urgently ; " The eyelids of thy mind 
n ihou : if such loveliness be given 
To sight here, — what of that which she doth hide ? 
Jnly the wondrous ride 

and planets through the visible heaven 
1 01 that therebeyond is Paradise. 
["biH, if thou fix thine eyes, 
■ truth certainly thou must infer 
every earthly joy abides in her." 

i at the large arms, so lithe and round, — 
it the hands, which are white and rosy too,— 
il Ihe long fingers, daap'd and woven through, 

Bright with the ring which one of ihem doth 

1 my thought whisjiera : " Were thy body wound 

'ithin those arms, as loving women's do, 

, all thy veins' weroiborn q life 'mndeBcW^ 'a U«h 
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Yet do not, all the same, 

Deny your ear to any speech of weight. 

But if importunate 
The speaker is, and will not be denied, 

Just turn the speech aside 

When you can find some plausible pretence ; 

For if you have the sense. 
By a quick question or a sudden doubt 

You may so put him out 

Then he shall not remember where he was ; 

And by such means youMl pass 
Upon your way and be well rid of him. 

And now it doth beseem 

I give you the advice I promised you. 

Before you have to do 
With men whom you must meet continually, 

Take notice what they be ; 

And so you shall find readily enough 

If you can win their love, 
And give yourself for answer Yes or No. 

And finding Yes, do so 

That still the love between you may increase. 

Yet if they be of these 
Whom sometimes it is hard to understand. 

Let some slight cause be plann'd, 

And seem to go, — so you shall learn their will ; 

And if but one sit still 
As 'twere in thought, — then go, unless he call. 
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Lastly, if insult gaU 

Your friend, this is the course that you should take. 

At first 'tis well you make 
As much lament thereof as you think fit, — 

Then speak no more of it. 

Unless himself should bring it up again ; 

And then no more refrain 
From full discourse, but say his grief is yours. 



V. Sentenze 

Of Caution, 

Say, wouldst thou guard thy son, 
That sorrow he may shun ? 
Begin at the beginning 
And let him keep from sinning. 
Wouldst guard thy house ? One door 
Make to it, and no more. 
Wouldst guard thine orchard-wall ? 
Be free of fruit to all. 
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His Portrait of hit Lady, Angiola of Verona. 

I LOOK at ilie crisp gold en -threaded hair 

Whereof, to thrall my heart, Love twists a net ; 

Using at times a string of pearls for bait, 
And sometimes with a single rose therein. 
I look into her eyes which unaware 

Through mine own eyes to my heart penetrate ; 

Their splendour, that is excellently great, 
To the sun's radiance seeming near akin, 
Yet from herself a sweeter light to win. 
So that I, gazing on that lovely one, 

Discourse in this wise with my secret thought j — 

" Woe's me ! why am I not, 
Even as my wish, alone with her alone ?— 

That hair of hers, so heavily uplaid, 

To shed down braid by braid. 
And make myself two mirrors of her eyes 
Within whose light all other glory dies." 



I look at the amorous beautiful mouth, 

e spacious forehead which her locks \ 



The 



I white teeth, the straieh 



ind shapely 



And the clear brows of a sweet pencilling. 

And then the thought within me gains full growth. 

Saying, " Be careful that thy glance now goes 

Between her lips, red as an open lose, 

Quite /iiJI of every dear add ^tecVoMi ^\v.v-. 

And liacen to her gtaciovjB ans-nwvTv?,, 
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n of the gentle mind that in her dwells, 
Which from all things can glean the nobler half. 
Look thou when she doth laugli 

ich her laugh is aweeter than aught else." 
evermore my spirit makes avow 
Touching her mouth ; till now 
I would give anything that I possess, ' 

Only to hear her mouth say frankly, " Yea." ' 

{ look at her white easy reek, so well 

^ shoulders and from bosom lifted out ; 
■ And at her round cleft chin, which beyond doubt 

No fancy in the world could have deaign'd. 
^nd then, with longing grown more voliihle, 

"Were it not pleasant now," pursues my thought, 
"To have that neck within thy two arms caught 
And kiss it till the mark were left behind ? " 
Then, urgently r "The eyelids of thy mind 
n thou : if such loveliness be given 
, To sight here,— what of that which she doth hide ? 
. Only the wondrous ride 
9f lun and planets through the visible heaven 
Tells UB that therebeynnd is Paradise. 
Thus, if thou fix thine eyes, 
Of a truth certainly thou must infer 
That every earthly joy abides in her." 

( look at the large arms, so lithe and round, — 
1 At the hands, which arewhiie and rosy too,^ 
Ac the long fingers, clasp'd and woven through. 
Bright with the ring which one of them doth 

Jen my thought whisjiera : " Were thy body wound 
"Within those arms, as loving women's Ao, 

all thy reins werehoTn.n life 'imide' wb'K ■, ■. : \i«l-- 



FAZIO DEGLI UBERTI^ 



Hii Portrait of his Lady, jlngiola of Verona. 

I LOOK at the crisp go idea- threaded hair 

Whereof, to thrall ray heart. Love twists a net; 

Using at times a string of pearls for bait. 
And flometimeE with a single rose therein. 
I look into her eyes which unaware 

Through mine own eyes to my heart penetrate ; 

Tlieir splendour, that is excellently great. 
To the sun's radiance seeming near akin. 
Yet from herself a sweeter light to win. 
So that I, gazing on that lovely one. 

Discourse in this wise with my secret thought ; — 

« Woe's me ! why am I not, 
Even as my wish, alone with her alone ? — 

That hair of hers, so heavily uplaid, 

To shed down braid by braid. 
And make myself two mirrors of her eyes 
Within whose light al! other glory dies." 



I look at the amorous beautiful mouth. 

The spacious forehead which her locks enclose 
The small white teeth, the straight and shapel} 

And the dear brows of a sweet pencilling. 

And then the thought within me gains full growth. 

Saying, " Be careful that thy glance now goes 

Between her lips, red as an open rose, 

Quite full of every dear and precious thing; 

And listen to her gracious answering. 
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I Born of the gentle mind that in her dwells. 

Which from all things can glean the nobler half. 

Look, thou when ahe doth laugh 
How much her laugh is sweeter than aught else." 

Thus evermore my spirit makes avow 

Touching her mouth ; till now 
I would give anything that I possess. 
Only to hear her mouth say frankly, " Yes." 

I look at her while easy neck, ^o well 

From shoulders and from boaora lifted out ; 
. And at her round cleft chin, which beyond doubt 

No fancy in the world could have design'd. 
And then, with longing grown more voluble, 

" Were it not pleasant now," pursues my thought, 

"To have that neck within thy two arms caught 

And kiss it till the mark were left behind ? " 

Then, urgently : " The eyelids of thy mind 

Open thou: if such loveliness be given 

To sight here, — ^what of that which she doth hide ? 
Only the wondrous ride 
Of lun and planets through the visible heaven 
Telia us that therebeyond is Paradise. 
Thus, if thou fix thine eyes, 
Of a truth certainly thou must infer 
That every earthly joy abides in her." 

I look at the large arms, so lithe and round,— 
At the hands, which are white and rosy too, — 
At the long lingers, clasp'd and woven through, 
Bright with the ring which one of them doth 

Then my thought whispers : " Were tliy body wound 
Within those arms, as loving women's do. 
In all thy veins were. born q lifemndeoew ... ' ■/ 



Which thou eouldst find no language 
'_, Behold if any picture can compare 
With her just limba, each fit in shape and size, 

Or match her angel's colour like a pearl. 

She ia a gentle girl 
To see ; jret when it needs, her scorn can rise. 

Meek, bashful, and in all things temperate, 

Her virtue holds its state ; 
In whoBe least act there is that gift express'd 
Which of all reverence makes her worthiest." 

Soft as a peacock steps she, or as a stork 
Straight on herself, taller and statelier : 
'Tis a good sight how every limb doth stir 
For ever in a womanly sweet way. 

" Open thy soul to see God's perfect work " _^ 

(My thought begins afresh), "and look at her 
When with some lady-friend exceeding fair 

She bends and mingles arms and locks in playj 
Hven as all lesser lights vanish away, j 

When the sun moves, before his dazzling face, 
So is this lady brighter than all iheae. 
How should she fail to please, — 

Love's self being oo more than her loveliness ? 
In all her ways some beauty springs to view; 
All that she loves to do 

Tends alway to her honour's single scope ; 

And only from good deeds she draws her hope." 

Song, thou canst surely say, without pretence, 
That since the first fair woman ever made, 
^ot one can hase diaplay'd 
More power upon all hearts than this one doth 
Because in her are both 
_Loveliness and the soul's true excellence : — 
Ljid yet ( woe's me ! ) is pity absent thence ? 
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And who repaid the jester if he liec).' 

The sanie was he who over seas wrought scathe 

So many times to Malekdar, and bent 

U 010 the Christian rule whole provinces, 

H« was a giant of hie body, and great 

And proud to view, and of auch strength of soul J 

Ae never saddens with adversity. 

His reign wae long ; and when his death befell, ' 

The second Edward mounted to the throne. 

Who was of one kind with his grandfather. 

I Ely from what report still says of him, 

That he was evil, of base intellect, 

And would not be advised by any man. 

Conceive, good heart ! that how to thatch a roof 

With straw, — conceive !— he held himnelf expert. 

And therein constantly would take delight ! 

By fraud he seized the Ear! of Lar 

And what he did with him I say ni 

But that he left him neither town n. 

And thiswise, step by step, thou may'st perceive I 

That I to the third Edward have advanced, 

Who now lives strong and full of enterprise. 

And who already has grown manifest 

Tor the best Christian known of in the world. 

Thus I have told, as thou wouldst have me tell, i 

The race of William even imto the end. 
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Which thou couldst find no language lo d 
'^, .Behold if aay picture can compare 
With her just limbe, each fit in shape and size, 

Or match her angel's colour like a pearl. 

She IB a gentle girl 
To see ; yet when il needs, her scorn can rise. 

Meek, bashful, and in all things temperate, 

Her virtue holds its state ; 
Id whose least act there ia that gift express'd 
Which of all reverence makes her worthiest." 



Soft as a peacock steps she, or as a stork 
Straight on herself, taller and statelier : 
'Tis a good sight how every limb doth stir 
For ever in a womanly sweet way. 

" Open ihy sou) to see God'e perfect work " 
(My thought begins afiesh), "and look at her 
When with some lady-friend exceeding fair 
She bends and mingles arms and locks in play. 
Even as all lesser lights vanish away. 

When the sun moves, before his dazzling face. 
So ia this lady brighter than all these. 
Mow should she fail to please,^ — 

Love's self being no more than her loveliness ? 
In all her ways some beauty springs to view; 
All that she loves to do 

Tends alway to her honour's single scope ; 

And only from good deeds she draws her hope," 

Song, chou canst surely say, without pretence, 
That since the first fair woman ever made. 
Not one can have display 'd 

More power upon all hearts than this one doth 
Because in her are both 
LoTelinesB and the soul's true excellence : — 
And yet (woe's me !) is pity absent thence! 
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Extract from the "Dj 
(Lib. ,v. Cap. 23) 
Of England, and bJ Us Mari'els. 

Now to Great Britain we must make our way, 

o which kingdom Brutus gave its Dame 
What time he won it from the giaots' rule. 
'Tis thought at first its name was AibioD, 
And Anglia, from a damsel afterwards. 
The island is so great and rich and fair, 
It conquers others that in Europe be, 
Even aa the sun etirpaBses other stars. 
Many and great sheep-pastures hountifully 
Nature has set there, and herein more bless' d, 

aorry (after the foregoing love-song, Ih, 



t for Fazio by these extracts from the DillimeiiA, or 
tag of the World," id which he wiU find hii own 
i with lome astounding propertiet. How- 

ii no more absurd than other travellerE' tales of that 
J while the lahle of our Norman line of kings : 
Boat tome historical interest. It must be remembered 
t the love-song wan the work of Faiio'Ei youth, and the 
'' b (hat of hia old age, when we may Boppoie his 

o hare been no longer at their beat. Besides what 
;iTen relating to Great Btit^in, there is a table c 
„ — jn dynaBly, and some surprising facts about Scot 
I and treund ; as well as a curious passage written i 
ach, and purporting to be an account, given by a roya 
rier, of Edward the Third's iniaslon of France. I fel 
diapoied to inclnde these, but was afraid of overloading 
I such matter a selection made chiefly for the sake of 
Ic beauty. 1 should mention that the niitamoadi,, like 
te's great poem, is written in irrm rm.if but as perfect 
■llty was of primary Importance in the above extracts, 
re departed for once from my mle of fidelity to the 

in.l mnr.. 
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That they can hold themeelves secure from wolves. 

Black amber i slso doth the land enrich 

(Whose properties my guide Solinus here 

Told me, and how its colour comes to it) ; 

And pearls are found in great abundance too. 

The people are as white and comely-faced 

As they of Ethiop latid are black and foul. 

Many hot springs and limpid fountain-heads 

We found about this land, and spacious plains, 

And divers beastB that dwell within thick woods. 

Plentiful orchards too, and fertile lields 

It has, and castle-forts, and cities fair 

With palaces and girth of lofty walls. 

And proud wide rivers without any fords 

We saw, and flesh, and fish, and crops enough. 

.Justice is strong throughout those provinces. 

Now this I saw not ; hut so strange a thing 

It was to hear, and by all men confirm'd, 

That it is fit to note it as I heard ; — 

To wit, there is a certain islet here 

Araong the rest, where folk are born with tails, 

Short, aa are found in stags and such-like beasts.^ 

For this I vouch, — that when a child is freed 
From swaddling bands, the mother without stay 
Passes elsewhere, and 'scapes the care of it. 

1 fiatl described in Albert^ 
'A black, solid, hard, and " 
farmed within the earth, ai 
this coal F 

' MediEeval Britons would seem really to have I 
credited with this slight peculiarity. At the siep 
Damiecta, Ctcur-de-Liun's baitard brother is said to 1 
painted out the prudence of deferring the assault, ui 
have received for rejoinder from the French crussderi, ■ , 
now theie bint-hearted Engli'h with the tails I " To -whi< 
the Engliihman replied, "You will need stout heart! to kt* 
near our taila when the assault ii made " > 
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I put no faith herein ; but it is said 

Among them, how such marvellous trees are there 

That they grow birds, and this ia their sole fruit.' 

Forty times eighty is the circuit la' en. 
With ten times fifteen, if I do not err, 
By our miles reckoning its circumference. 
Here every metal may be dug ; and here 
I found the people to be given to God, 
Steadfast, and strong, and restive to constraint 
Nor is this strange, when one considereth ; 
For courage, beauty, and large-heartedness. 
Were there, as it is said, in ancient days. 

North Wales, and Orkney, and the banks of Th.imei:, 
Land's End, and Stoneherge,3and Northumberland, 
[ chose with my companion to behold. 
We went to London, and I saw the tower 
Where Guenevere her honour did defend. 
With the Thames river which runs close to it. 
I saw the castle which by force was la'en 
With the three shields by gallant Lancelot, 
The second year that he did deeds of arms. 

I This It the Barnacle- tree, often described in old books of 
rraveis »nd natural history, and which Sir Thomas Browne 
classes gravely among his " Vulgar Errors." 

' The words are " Llstenois " and " Strangorre," for whicli 
I have mbstituled Land's End and Stonehenge, being unable 
■ to identify ihem. WliaC follows relates to the Romances of 
. the Round Table. The only aUusion here which 1 cannot 
to the Jlfort iT/irMvr is one where " Rsch " and ■' Nida " 
>re ■polcenof : it seems howeiier that, by a perversion hardly 
loo corrupt tor Faiio, these mielit be the Geraint and Enid 
whow story occurs in the MaMnsgioK, and has been used by 
Tenn^ion in hii Idilli ^Iki King. Why Fazio should have 
" joyed to see" Merlin's stone "for another's loie" seems 
inictnuble ; unless indeed the words " per amor altrui " are 
-e idiom, and Merlin himself is the person meant. 



24 FAZtO DEOLI UBERTI 

I beheld Cameloi deapoil'd and waste ; 

And was where one and the other had her birth, 

The maida of Corbonek and Astolat. 

Also 1 saw the castle where Geraint 

Lay with his Enid ; likewise Merlin's stone, 

Which for another's love I joy'd to see. 

I found the tract where la the pine-tree well 

And where of old the knight of the black shield 

With weeping and with laughter kept the pass. 

What time the pitiless and bitter dwarf 

Before Sir Gawaine's eyes diECOurteously 

With many heavy atripes led him away. 

I saw the valley which Sir Tristram won 

When having slain the giant hand to hand 

He set the stranger knights from prison free. 

And last I view'd the field, at Salisbury, 

Of that great martyrdom which left the world 

Empty of honour, valour, and delight. 

So, compassing that Island round and round, 
1 Baw and hearken'd many things and more 
Which might be fair to tell but which I hide, 



Hi. Extract from the 

(L.B. .V. Cap. 2s) 
Of the Dukit of Normandy, and ihincc of the Kings 
of England, from William the Firit la Ed-ward 
tht Third 
Thou well hast heard that RoUo had two sons, 
One William Longaword, and the other Richard, 
Whom thou now know'st to the marrow, as I do.^ 
> Thi! ijieaker hvre Is the poel'a guide Solinua (■ hli- 
toricai !ind geographical writer of [he third L-entnrr) who 
bein the laroe reUtion to him which Virgi] bears ( " 
in Ihe Ci^m^idl^. 
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Daring and watchful, as a lenj.ard is 

IPas William, fair in body and in face, 

teady at all limcG, never slow to act. 

ie foughl great battles, but at last was slain 

iy the earl of Flanders ; so that in his place 

itichard his Bon was o'er the people set. 

ind next in order, lit with blessed fl;iine 

)f the Holy Spirit, his son followM him 

(Fho justly lived 'twixt more and less midway, — 

flis father'a likeness, as in shape in name. 

to unto him succeeded as his heir 

lobert the Frank, high-counsell'd and august: 

ind thereon following, I proceed to tell 

fiow William, who was Robert's son, did make 

The realm of England his co-heritage. 

The same was brace and courteous certainly, 

JTCneroUE and gracious, humble before God, 

Idaster in war and versed in counsel too. 

3e with great following came from Normandy 

ftnd fought with Harold, aod so left him siain, 

&iid took the realm and held it at his will. 

Thus did this kingdom change its signiory ; 

And know that all the kings it since has had 

Doly from this man take their origin. 

Therefore, that thou may'st quite forget its past, 

[ Bay this happen'd when, since our Lord's Love, 

iome thousand years and sixty were gone by. 

While the fourth Henry ruled as emperor, 

This king of England fought in many wars 

ind wax'd through all in honour aod account. 

/Ind William Rufus next succeeded him ; 

Fall, strong, and comely-limb'd, but therewith proud 

find grasping, and a killer of his kind. 

tn body he was like his father much. 

But was in nature more his contrary 
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Than fire and water when they come together ; 

Yet so far good that he won fame in arms. 

And by himself risk'd many an enterprise 

All which he brought with honour to ao end. 

Also if" he were bad, be gat great ill; 

For, chasing once the deer within a wood, 

And having wander'd from his company. 

Him by mischance a servant of his own 

Hit with an arrow, that he fell and died. 

And after him Henry the First was king. 

His brother, but therewith the father's like, 

Being well with God and just in peace and war. <| 

Next Stephen, on his death, the kingdom seized, | 

But with sore strife; of whom thus much be said,ii 

That he was frank and good is told of him. 

And after him another Henry reign'd. 

Who, when the war in France was waged and doM 

Pasa'd beyond seas with the first Frederick. 

Then Richard came, who, after heavy toil 

At sea, was captive made in Germany, 

Leaving the Sepulchre to join his host. 

Who being dead, full heavy was the wrath 

Of John his brother ; and so well he took 

Revenge, that still a moan is made of it. 

This John in kingly largesse and in war 

Delighted, when the kingdom fell to him ; 

Hunting and riding ever in hot haste. 

Handsome in body and most poor in heart, 
Henry his son and heir succeeded him. 
Of whom to speak I count it wretchedness. 
Yet there's some good to say of him, I grant ; 
Because of him was ihe good Edward born. 
Whose valour still is famous in the world, 
was he who, being without dread 
LOf the Old Man's Assassins, captured them. 
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And who repaid ihe jester if he lied,' 

The same was he who over seas wrought acathc 

So many times to Malekdar, and bent 

Unto the Christian rule whole provinces. 

He was a giant of hh body, and great 

And proud to view, and of such strength of soul 

As never saddens with adversity. 

' His reign was long ; and when his death befell, 
The second Edward mounted to the throne, 
Who was of one kind with his grandfather. 
I say from what report still says of him. 
That he was evil, of base intellect. 
And would not be advised by any nian. 
Conceive, good heart ! that how to thatch a loot 
With straw, — conceive I — he held himself expert. 
And therein constantly wouid take delight ! 
By fraud he seized the Earl of Lancaster, 
And what he did with him I say not here, 
But that he left him neither town nof tower. 
And thiswise, step by step, thou may'st perceive 
That I to the third Edward have advanced. 
Who now lives strong and full of enierpriee, 
And who already lias grown manifest 
For the best Christian known of in the world. 
Thus I have told, as thou wouldst have me tell. 
The race of William even unto the end. 



FRANCO SACCHETTI 
I. Ball ATA 

His Talk laith certain Peasaat-girli. 
" Ye graceful peasant-girls and mountain-maids. 
Whence come ye homeward through these tTening 

" We come from where the forest akirts the hill ; 

A very little cottage is our home, 
Where with our father and our mother still 

We live, and love our life, nor wish to roam. 

Back every evening from the lield we come 
And bring with us our sheep from pasturing ther 

" Where, tell me, is the hamlet of your birth. 
Whose fruitage is the sweetest by so much ? 

Ye seem to me as creatures worship- worth. 
The shining of your countenance is such. 
No gold about your clothes, coarse to the toui 

Nor silver ; yet with such an angel's air ! 

" I think your beauties might make great compi; 

Of being thus shown over mount and deil ; 
Because no city is so excellent 

But that your stay ther 

In very truth, now, doi 
To live BO poorly o 

" Better it liketh one of us, pardi^ 

Behind her flock to seek ti)e pasture- stance. 

Far better than it liketh one of ye 

To ride unto your curtain'd rooms and danc 
riches neither golden chance 






Save wealth of Hoi 
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. 1 


Ballad, if I were now as once I was, 




I'd make mysejf a shepherd oo some hill, 




Sjid, without telling any one, would pass 




Where these girls went, and follow at their will ; 




And " Mary " and " Martin " we would murm 
still, 
And I would be for ever where they were. 


ur 


J 


On a Fine Day. 


M 


H 


'*' Be stirring, girls I we ought to have a run : 




Look, did you ever see so iine a day ? 




Fling spindles right away, 




And rocks and reels and wools : 




Now don't be fools,— 




To-day your spinning's done. 




Up with you, up with you ! " So, one by one, 




They caught hands, catch who can, 




Then singing, singing, to the river tliey ran. 




; They ran, they ran 




To the river, the river ; 








Carries them at a bound 




to the miSl o'er the river. 




'Miller, miller, miller. 




Weigh me this lady 




And this other. Now, steady 1 " 




MYou weigh a hundred, you, 




lAnd this one weighs two." 


1^^^^ 


" Why, dear, you do get Btout ! " 


^^^^1 


, « You think so, dear, no doubt : 




Are you in a decline?" 


^^^1 


" Keep your tcnii)er, and I'll keep mine," 


^ 




J 
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"Come, girls," {"O thank you, miller ! ") 

" We'll go home when you will." 

So, as we crosa'd the hill, 
A clown came in great grief 
Crying, " Stop thief ! stop thief ! 

what a wretch I am ! " 

" Well, fellow, here'B a clatter ! 
Well, whal'e the matter ? " 

"O Lord, O Lord, the wolf haa got my lamb 
Now at that word of woe, 
The beauties came and clung about me so 

That if wolf had but shown himself, may be 

1 too had caught a iamb that fled to me. 



On a Wet Day 

As I walk'd thinking through a little groie. 
Some girls that gather'd flowers kept passing me, 
Saying, " Look here ! look there ! " delightedly. 
"Oh here it is! " " What's that J " " A lily, loTj 
" And there are violets ! " 
" Further for roses ! Oh the lorely pets— 
The darling beauties ! Oh the nasty thorn ! 
Look here, my hand's all torn I " 
" What's that that jumps ? " " Oh don't ! il 
grasshopper! " 

Here's bluebellb ! " '' Oh what fun ! " 

" Not that way ! Stop her ! " 

" Yes, this way ! " " Pluck them, then ! " 

"Oh, r?e found mushrooms! Oh look here 

"Oh, I'm 
Quite sure that further on we'll get wild thym 
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" Oh we shall stay too long, it's going to rain ! 

There's lightning, oh there's thunder ! " 

•' Oh shan't we hear the vesper-bell, I wonder ? " 

" Why, it's not nones, you silly little thing ; 

And don't you hear the nightingales that sing 

Fiy atvay di: aiuay ? " 

" I feel so funny ! Hush 1 " 

"Why, where; what is it then?" "Aht in thi 

So every girl here knocks it, shakes and shocks it. 

Till with the 6tir they make 

Out skurries a great snake. 

" O Lord ! O rae ! Alack ! Ah me I alack ! " 

They scream, and then ail run and scream again. 

And then in heavy drops down comea the rain. 

Each running at the other in a fri^t. 

Each trying to get before the oiher, and crying 

And flying, stumbling, tumbling, wrong or right; 

One sets her knee 

There where her foot should bt ; 

One has her hands and dress 

All smother'd up with mud in a line mess ; 

And one gets trampled on by two or three. 

What's gather'd is let 611 

About the wood and not pick'd up at all. 

The wreaths of flowers arc scatter'd on the ground ; 

And still as screaming, hustling without rest 

They run this way and that and round and round. 

She thinks herself in luck who runs the best. 

through. 
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A Lady laments for her lost Lmicr, by I'imUilude efl 
Falcon. 

Alas for me, who loved a falcon well ! 

So well I loved him, I was Dearly dead : 

Ever at my tow call he bent hie head. 
And ate of mine, not much, but all that fell. 
Now he has fled, how high I cannot tell, 

Much higher now than ever he has'fied, 

And is in a fair garden housed and fed ; 
Another lady, alas I shall love him well. 
O my own falcon whom I taught and rear'd! 

Sweet bells of shining gold I gate to thee 
That in the cl-aee thou shouldst not be afeacd. 

Now thou hast riaen like the risen sea. 
Broken thy jesses loose, and disappear'd, 

As soon as thou wast skili'd in falconry. 

II. Ballata 
One ipeali of the Beginning of his Love. 
This fairest one of all the stars, whose flame. 
For ever lit, my inner spirit fills, 
Came to me first one day hetween the hills. 

I wonder'd very much ; but God the Lord 
Said, " From Our Virtue, lo ! this light is pour'i 
So in a dream it seem'd that I was led 
By a great Master to a garden spread 
With lilies underfoot and overhead. 



ni. Baluata 

Ow speah of his Faite Lady. 

When the last greyneaa dwells throughout the a 

And the first star appears, 
Appear'd to me a lady very fair. 

I Beem'd to know ber well by her sweet air ; 

And, gazing, I was hers. 
To honour her, I follow'd her ; and then, . . 
Ah ! what thou gtvest, God give thee again, 
Whenever thou remain'et as I remain. 



One spcais of his Feigned and Real I.oi 

For no love borne by me, 
Neither because I care 
To find that thou arc fair, — 
give another pain [ gaze on thee. 

\ai now, lest such as thought that thou couldst n 

My heart, should read this verse, 
[ will say here, another has my love. 

An angel of the spheres 

She seems, and I am hers ; 

Who has more gentleness 

And owns a fairer face 
1'han any woman else, — at least, to me. 



134 ANONYMOUS POEMS 

Sweeter than any, more in all at ease. 

Lighter and lovelier. 
Not to disparage thee ; for whoso sees 

May like thee more than her. 

This vest will one prefer 

And one another vest. 

To me she seems the best, 
And I am hers, and let what will be, be. 

For no love borne by me. 
Neither because I care 
To find that thou art fair, — 
To give another pain, I gaze on thee. 



V. Ball AT A 

Of True and False Singing, 

A LITTLE wild bird sometimes at my ear. 
Sings his own little verses very clear : 
Others sing louder that I do not hear. 

For singing loudly is not singing well ; 

But ever by the song that's soft and low 
The master-singer's voice is plain to tell. 

Few have it, and yet all arc masters now. 
And each of them can trill out what he calls 
His ballads, canzonets, and madrigals. 

The world with masters is so cover'd o'er, 
There is no room for pupils any more. 



PART II 

DANTE AND HIS CIRCLE 

I. DANTE ALIGHIERI 
II. GUIDO CAVALCANTI 

III. CINO DA PISTOIA 

IV. DANTE DA MAIANO 

V. CECCO ANGIOLIERI 

VI. GUIDO ORLANDI 

VII. BERNARDO DA BOLOGNA 
VIII. GIANNI ALFANI 
IX. DINO COMPAGNI 
X. LAPO GIANNI 
XI. DINO FRESCOBALDI 

XII. GIOTTO DI BONDONE 

XIII. SIMONE DALL' ANTELLA 

XIV. GIOVANNI QUIRING 
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I bad seen ber in tbe company of excellent 
Beatrice, I could not hinder myself from a few tears ; 
and weeping, I conceived to say bomewhat of ber death, 
in guerdon of baring eeen ber somewhile with my 
lady ; which thing I spake of in the latter end of the 
verses that I writ in this matter, as he will discern who 
tBnderstands. And I wrote two sonnets, which aj c 



'- 



"Wesp, Lovers, aith Love's very self dolh weep, 
And sith the cause for weeping is so great ; 
When now so many dames, of such estate 
worlh, show with their eyes a grief so deep : 
>r Death the chuil has laid his leaden sleep 
Upon a damsel who was fair of late, 
Defacing all our earth should celebrate, — 
Yea all saie virtue, which the soul doth keep. 
Now hearken how much Love did honour her, 
myself saw him in his proper form 
Bending above the motionless sweet dead. 
And often gazing into Heaven ; for there 

The soul now eiia which when her life was war 
Dwelt with the joyfuf beauty that ts fled. 



,IcaII and be, 
I tay ibal iheii 



tMC. In the 

ri of hoMUr rfol 
'fart hegins here 
tbirJ here : " Noiu hearkt 



divided into three parts. In the 
:h the Faithful af Love ta lueep ; 
nd ihnt they, hearing 
■nore minded to Hjlen 
'eason. In the third, 
to thii Lady. The 
iw la rnilny damei ; " 



veeps, shall he 

id, I relate this 

by Lovi 
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goodly crimson, girdled and adoroed in auck t 
as be»t suited with her very tender age. Al 
moment, I say most truly that the spirit of life, ' 
hath its dwelling in the secretest chamber of the h 
began to tremble so violently that the least p 
my body shook therewith; and 
these words ; E^ce dcui fartior me, qui ■oenieni Jamina- 
bliur mihi.^ At that moment the animate spirit, which 
dwelleth in the lofty chamber whither all the senses 
carry their perceptions, was filled with wander, and 
speaking more especially unto the spirits of the 
said these words : Apparuit jam beatitudo v 
that moment the oatural spirit, which dwelleth t 
where our nourishment Is administered, began t< 
and in weeping said these words : 
frequenltr impeditui tro lUincrpi.^ 

I say that, from that time forward, Love qffl 
governed my soul [ which was immediately espoused 
to him, and with so safe and undisputed a lordship 
(by virtue of strong imagination), that [ had nothing 
left for it but to do all his bidding continually. He 
oftentimes commanded me to seek if I .might Bee this 
youngest of the Angels ; wherefore I in my boyhood 
often went in search of her, and found her ( 
and praiseworthy that certainly of her might I 
been said those words of the poet Homer, 
seemed not to be the daughter of a mortal ma 
of God." < And albeit her image, that was wicl^ 
' " Here is a deity itronger than I ; who, coming, 4 
* "Your beatitude h&th now been made maniEcstV 

■ "Alatl how ofiifii flhill I be dlslurbeil frosi ihil iq 
forth!" 

(«W ■ 
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jrs, was an exultation of Love to subdue me, it 

yet of so perfect a qaality that it oever allowed 

to be OTerruled by Love without the faithful 

lel of reason, whensoever such counsel was uieful 

be heard. But seeing that were I to dwell over- 

the pasBioiiB and doings of such early youth, 

words might he counted something fabulous, 1 will 

:refore put them atide ; and passing many thing* 

may be conceived by the patiern of these, I will 

■ to such as are writ in my memory with a better 

listinctnesa. 

Ai'ter ihc lapte of so many days that oine yean 
ictly were completed since the above-written ap- 
irance of this moat gracious being, on the last of 
ise days it happened that the same wonderful lady 
ppearcd to me dressed all in pure white, between two 
tie ladies elder than she. And passing through a 
E(, she turned her eyes thither where I stood sorely 
ihed : and by lier unspeakable courtesy, which is 
' guerdoned in the Great Cycle, she saluted me 
rith so virtuous a bearing that I seemed then and 
to behold the ?ery limits of blessedness. The 
hour of her most sweet salutation wus certainly the 
loth of that day ; and because it was the first time 
Mt any words from her reached mine ears, I came 
ito such sweetness that 1 patted thence as one in- 
dicated. And betaking me to the loneliness of 
line own room, I fell to thinking of this most 
Durteous lady, thinking of whom I was overtaken by 
pleasant slumber, wherein a marvellous vision was 
resented to me : for there appeared to be in my room 
mist of the colour of fire, within the which I dis- 
the figure of a lord of terrible aspect to such as 
lould gaze upon him, but who seemed therewithal to 
ejoice inwardly that it was a marvel to see. Speak- 
Ig he said many things, among the which I could 
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Death, alway cruel. Pity's foe io chieM 
Mother, who brought forth grief. 

Merciless judgment and without appear 
" Since thou alone hast made my heart to feel 

This sadness and unweal. 
My tongue upbraideth thee without relief. 

And now (for [ must rid thy name of ruth) 

Behovea me speak ihe truth 

Touching thy cruelty and wickedness: 

Not that they be not known ; but ne'erthelen | 

I would give hate more atrcBa 

With them that feed on loTe in very sooth. 

Out of this world thou hast driven courtesy, 
And virtue, dearly prized in womanhood ; 
And out of youth's gay mood 

The lovely lightness is ijuite gone through thee. 

Whom now I mourn, no man shall learn from m 
Save by the measures of these praises given. 
Whoso deserves not Heaven 

May never hope to have her company,' 






.0 Beitrice, as Dante himself inti- 

males. The only rorm in which I can trace it conaiiti in 
the implied assertion that such person as had enjojed the 
dead lady'i society was worthy of heaven, and thai penon 
was Beatrice. Or indeed the allusion to Beatrice migbi be 
in the iirst poem, where he sayi that Ldtc "m fcrma '-—" 

watde fays of Beatrice, " 
bably balh allusions are ini 
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ong hours wherein the stars, above. 

Wake and keep watch, the third was almost nought 

'W^hen Love was shown me with such terrors 

fraught 
a may not carelessly be spoken of. 

n'd like one who is full of joy, and had 
My heart within his hand, and on his arm 

My lady, with a mantle round her, slept ; 
dom (having waken'd her) anon he made 
To eat that heart ; she ate, as fearing harm. 
Then he went out ; and as he went, he wept. 

n>u sonnet it di-v'ieUd irilo two parli. In the Jirit 
i J give greeting, anil aik an anttvfr ,- in the second, 
iigm/y ifhat thing has la be answered to. The second 

^cci here : " Of those long hours," 

Xo this sonnet I received many ans 

Iny different opinions ; of the whici 

f him whom I now call the first among my friends ; 

1 it began thus ; " Unto my thinking thou beheld'st 

f worth."' And indeed, it was when he learned 

I he who had sent those rhymes to him, that 

I friendship commenced. But the true meaning of 

ion was not then perceived by any one, though 

iw evident to the least skilful, 

1 that night forth, the natural functions of my 

dy began to be vexed and impeded, for I was given 

wholly to thinking of this most gracious creature ; 

lereby in short space I became so weak and so re- 

16 that it was irksome to many of my friends to 

. upon me ; while others, being moved by Kpite, 

mX about to discover what it was my wish should 

p concealed. Wherefore I {perceiving the drift of 

1 The friend of whom Dante here speaks was Guido 

^TalcBDti. For his answer, and those of Cino da Pistoia 

e da Maiano, see their poemi furdier on. 



\, conveymg 
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their unkindly questions), by Love's will, who dimted 
me according to the counsele of reasoa, told them how 
it was Love himself who had thus dealt with me ; and 
I said so, because the thing was so plainly to be dis- 
cerned in my couDtenance that there was do longer 
any means of concealing it. But when they went od 
to ask, "And by whose help hath Love done this!" 
I looked in their faces smiling, and spake no word in 

Now it lell on a day, that this most gracious creature 
was sitting where words were to be heard of the Queen 
of Glory ; ' and I was in a place whence mine eyes 
could behold their beatitude ; and betwixt her and me, 
in a direct line, there sat another lady of a pleasant 
favour ; who looked round at me many times, marvel- 
ling at my continued gaze which seemed to have hir 
for its abject. And many perceived that she thnr 
looked : so that departing thetice, I heard it whia p ena 
after me, " Look you to what a pass jtich a lady bM 
brought him ; " and in saying this they named Iw 
who had been midway between the most gentle 
Beatrice, and mine eyes. Therefore 1 was reassured, 
and knew that for that day my secret had not become 
manifest. Then immediately it came into my mind 
that I might make use of this lady as a screen to the 
truth : and so well did I play my part that the most of 
those who had hitherto watched and wondered at me, 
now imagined they had found me out. By her mesne 
I kept my secret concealed till some years were gone 
over J and for my better security, I even made divers 
rhymes in her honour ; whereof I shall here write only 
us nnuch as conccmeth the most gentle Beatrice, whidi 
is but a very little. Moreover, about the same lime, 
while this lady was a screen for so much love on my 
part, 1 took the resolution to set down the name of 
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I moBC gracioiu creature accompaoied with many 
er women's names, and especially with hern whom 
pake of. And to this end I put together the names 
sixty the most beautiful ladies in that city where 
Od had placed mine own lady ; and these names I 
toduced in an epiatle in the form of a slrvenl, which 
is not my intention to trar scribe here. Neither 
Mild I have said anything of this matter, did I not 
ih to cake note of a certain strange thing, to wit : 
lat having written the list, 1 found my lady's name 
Du]d not stand otherwise than ninth in order among 

es of these ladies. 
Now it so chanced with her by whose means T had 
lUB long time concealed my desire, that it behoved 
It to leave the city I speak of, and to journey afar 
herefore I, being sorely perplexed at the loss of s 
ccetlent a defence, had more trouble than even 
Kild before hare supposed. And thinking that if 
nice not somewhat mournfillly of her departure, m 
rmer counterfeiting would be the more quickly per- 
I ceived, I determined that I would make a grievous 
Bonnet^ thereof 1 the which I will write here, because 
it hath certain words in it whereof my lady was the 
'mmedUtc canee, as will be plain to him that under- 
nndt. And the sonnet was this : — 

f All ye that pass along Love's trodden way, 
''ause ye awhile and say 

If there be any grief like unto mine ; 

■ It will be abnerved chat lhi« po^m ii not what we now 
lonneL Its Btnicture, however, is analogous to Ihic 
■onnel, being two sextetts followed by two quatlrarni, 

J of two quattraini followed by two tripleti. Dante 

bIIcb the lerm lonnet to both these forms of oMiipDiitioD, 
o other. 
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spoken thus, all my imagining was gone suddenly, i 
it seemed to me that Love became a part of tnyteT 
GO that, changed as it were in mine aspect, I i 
on (iiil of thnught the whole of that day, and i 
heaTy sighing. And the day being i 
this sonnet ; — 



A DAI agone, as 1 rode sullenly 

Upon a certain path that liked me 

I met Love midway while the air was hoi. 
Clothed lightly as a wayfarer might be. 
And for the cheer he ahow'd, he seem'd to mi 

As one who hath lost lordship he had got ; 

Advancing tow'rds me fiill of sorrowful though' 
Bowing his forehead so ihat none should 
_Then as I went, he call'd me by my nar 

Saying : " I journey since the morn w 

"hence where I made thy heart to be : whk 

P'needs must bear unto another dama" 

"Wherewith so much pass'd into me < 

That he was gone, and I discern** 

This tannet hai three parti. In ihefril pari, I b 
ho-ai I met Love, and of bis aipeci. In the icconi, 
tell ii/hat he said lo me, although not in full, ihrough I, 
fear I had of ditcnvering my Jecret. In the liirdr 
lay hovu he disappeared. The secand part 
here, " Then as I -went ; " the third here, » Whtrtm 
so much." 

On my return, T set myaeif to seek out that 
whom my master hod named to me while 1 journey 
sighing. And because I would be brief, I will 
narrate that in a short while I made her my •ore) 
ort that the matter was spoken of by 
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terms scarcely courteous ; through tlie which I 
I ofteawhiles maoy troublesome houre. And by 
I it happened (to wit ; by this false and evil 
lour which aeemed to misfanie me of vice) that 
who wae the destroyer of all evil and the 
reo of all good, coming where I was, dented nie 
most sweet salutation, in the which alone was 
y blessedness. 

Aod here it is litting for me to depart a little from 
'» present matter, that it may be rightly under- 
od of what surpassing virtue her salutation was to 
To the which end \ say that when she ap- 
ired in any place, it seemed to me, by the hope of 
: excellent salutation, that there was no man mine 
Mliy any longer ; and such warmth of charity 
ae upon me that most certainly in that moment 
would have pardoned whosoever had done me an 
liury ; and it one should then have questioned me 
■ncerning any matter, 1 could only have said unto 
" Love," with a countenance clothed in humble- 
Aocl what time she made ready to salute me, 
e spirit of Love, destroying all other perceptions, 
: forth the feeble spirits of my eyes, saying, 
I>o homage unto your mistress," and putting itself 
'their place to obey : so that he who would, might 
) have beheld l^ove, beholding the lids of mine 
1 shake. And when this most gentle lady gave 
salutation. Love, so far from being a medium 
iclouding mine intolerable beatitude, then bied in 
; such an overpowering sweetness that roy body, 
Dg all subjected thereto, remained many times 
llpless and passive. Whereby it is made manifest 
her salutation alone was there any beatitude 
■, which then very often went beyond my 
durance. 
■And now, resuming my discourse, 1 will go on to 
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II. 



Death, alway cruel, Pity's foe in chief, 
Mother, who brought forth grief. 

Merciless judgment and without appeal ! 

Since thou alone hast made my heart to feel 

This sadness and unweal, 
My tongue upbraideth thee without relief. 

And now (for I must rid thy name of ruth) 

Behoves me speak the truth 

Touching thy cruelty and wickedness : 

Not that they be not known ; but nevertheless 

I would give hate more stress 

With them that feed on love in very sooth. 

Out of this world thou hast driven courtesy. 
And virtue, dearly prized in womanhood ; 
And out of youth's gay mood 

The lovely lightness is quite gone through thee. 

Whom now I mourn, no man shall learn from me 
Save by the measures of these praises given. 
Whoso deserves not Heaven 

May never hope to have her company.^ 

^ The commentators assert that the last two lines hered 
not allude to the dead lady, but to Beatrice. This woil 
make the poem very clumsy in construction ; yet theramti 
be some covert allusion to Beatrice, as Dante himself Inti 
mates. The only form in which I can trace it consists! 
the implied assertion that such person as had enjoyed tli 
dead lady's society was worthy of heaven, and that peno 
was Beatrice. Or indeed the allusion to Beatrice might I 
in the first poem, where he says that Love << m fontm mt* 
(that is, Beatrice) mourned over the corpse; as he kAb 
wards says of Beatrice, << Qitella ha nome Amor " Most pin 
bably both allusions are intended. 
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tech, I asked of him : " Whxt thing is this, Master, 

I thou hast spokrn thus darkly f " To the which 

i made answer in the vulgar tongue ; " Demand no 

: than may be useftil to thee," Whereupon I 

_ n to discourse with him concerning her Ealutation 

lich she had denied ine ; and when I had questioned 

1 of the cause, he said these words ; " Our Beatrice 

I heard from certain persona, that the lady whom 

lined to thee while thou journeyedst full of aighs, 

sorely disquieted by ihy eolicitations : and therefore 

"i most gracious creature, who is the enemy of all 

iquict, being fearful of such disquiet, refused to salute 

For the which reason (albeit, in very sooth, thy 

t must needs have become known to her by 

iar observation) it is my will that thou compose 

rtain things in rhyme, in the which thuu ahalt set 

nirth how strong a mastership I have obtained over 

thee, through her ; and how thou wast hers even from 

thy childhood. Also do thou call upon him that 

knoweih these things to bear witness to them, bidding 

n to apeak with her thereof; the which I, who am 

[will do willingly. And thus she shall be made to 

Dw thy desire ; knowing which, she shsill know like- 

e that they were deceived who spake of thee to 

. And. so write these things, that they shall seem 

ler to be spoken by a third person ; and not 

sctly by thee to her, which is scarce fitting. After 

which, send them, not without me, where she may 

.nee to hear them; but have them fitted with a 
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;her in htaven or carlh, ot any part of the circle's cir- 
irenee, are equally near to me. Noi so thou, who will 
do.* lott Btatiice when she gate to hexven." The 
would thus contaiu an intimatian of the death of 
(, sceounting for Dante being next told not to in- 
the meaning of the ipeeeh,^" Demand no more than 
be nwfulio thee." 
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relate that when, for the first time, this bestitlid 
was denied me, I became possessed with such grli 
that parting niysflf Irom others, I went intw a I 
[ilace to batlie the ground with moat bitter teattV 
and when, by tliis heat of wecfnng, I was somewM 
relieved, I betook myself to my chamber, whM* •! 
could lament unheard. And there, having prayed 
to the Lady of all Mercies, and having said siatf 
" O Love, aid thou thy servant ; " I went sudd«ily> 
asleep like a beaten sobbing child. And in my dcoj 
towards the middle of it, I eeemed to ue in the rooaf 
seated at my side, a youth in very white rai 
kept his eyes fixed on me in deep thought. And wfat 
he had gaied some time, I thoaght that he sigl 
called to me in these words : " Fi/i mi, lempuj , 
prttermitlanlur simulata nostra" ' And thereupc 
seemed to know him; for the voice was 
wherewitii he had spoken at other times io my Avk 
Then looking at him, I perceived that he wbi -« 
iag piteoiisly, and that he seemed to be waiting for ■ 
to speak. Wherefore, taking heart, I began i' 
"Why weepest thou. Master of aJl honour?" 
he made answer to me ; " Ego lanquaia cinlnim ci 
cai limili modii le hiiitnl cinumferentiic paries : 
nan sic." - And thinking upon his words, they st 
to me obscure; so that again compelling myself U 



1 i.My s 
of the clrcumferei 



reuf a 



o the which 



in «)Di.l 
This phrase wems to hove rei 
Dtatars *s Dante found it at the 
one, lo far as 1 know, hai even fairly tried 
ining for it. To mi: tlie following appears i 
Hy one. 1-ove it. weeping on Dante's accouni 
hlj own. He Bays " ' am the centre ota drile (. 
«K<c ,1 .nil t r^iri •uiU): therefore all lovcalile obji 



j^k 
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aaked of him : " What thing is this, Master, 
, thou hart spoken thus darkly?" To the which 
made answer in the vulgar tongue ; " Dematid no 
; than may be useful to thee." Whereupon I 
n to discourse with him concerning her eaJutation 
:h she had denied me ; and when I had questioned 
I of the cause, he said these words ; " Our Beatrice 
I heard from certain pereons, that the tady whom 
i to thee while thou journeyedst full of sighs, 
irely diaquieted by thy solicitations : and therefore 
most gracious creature, who is the enemy of all 
liet, being fearful of such disquiet, refused to salute 
For the which reason (albeit, in very sooth, thy 
t must needs have become known to her hy 
iar observation) it is my will that thou compose 
in things in rhyme, in the which thou shalt set 
I how strong a mastership 1 have obtained over 
through her ; and how thou wast hers even from 
childhood. Also do thou call upon him that 
Eth these things to bear witness to them, bidding 
Q speak with her thereof; the which i, who am 
jrill do willingly. And thus she shall be made to 
W thy desire ; knowing which, she shall know like- 
that they were deceived who spake of thee to 
And so write these thingB, that they shall seem 
er to be spoken by a third person ; and not 
Illy by thee to her, which is scarce fitting. After 
irhich, send them, not without me, where she may 
I hear them ; hut have them Sited with a 

1 htaven or earth, or any part of the circle's cir- 

:, an equally near to me. Not iio thou, who will 

lagr lose Beatrice when she goes to he»ven." The 

t wooid ihui contaJD an intimitioii of the death of 

Jce, accounting for Dante being nent told not to in- 

tbe meioing of the speech,^" Demand no more than 

Kful lo thee." 



J 
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pleasant mufiic, into the which I will pass wbeDsoeref 
it needeth." With this apeech he was awajr, and 
sleep was broken up. 

Whereupon, remembering me, I knew that I hid 
beheld this vision during the ninth hour of the dayj 
and I reaoiyed that I would make a ditty, before I lef( 
my chamber, according to the words my master h^! 
spoken. And this is the ditiy that I made: — 

Song, 'tis my wiil that thou do seek out Love, 
And go with him where my dear lady ia ; 
That so my cause, the which thy harmonies 

Do plead, his better apeech may clearly prove. 

Thou goest, my Song, in such a courteous kind. 
That even companionleae 

Thou may'st rely on thyself anywhere. 
And yet, an' thou wouldst get thee a safe mind, 
First unto Lo\'e address 

Thy steps ; whose aid, mayhap, 'twere ill 

spare: 

Seeing that she to whom thou mak'st thy prayer 
Ib, as I think, ill-minded unto me. 
And that if Loie do not companion thee, 

Thou'lt have perchance small cheer to tell mc of. 

With a sweet accent, when thou com'at to her, 
Begin thou in these words, 

First having craved a gracious audience : 
" He who hath sent me as his messenger, 
Lady, thus much records. 

An' thou but suffer him, in his defence. 
Love, who comes with me, by thine inflaenct 
Can make this man do as it liketh him t 
Wherefore, if this fault ii or doth but jccm 

Do tho.i conceiie : for his heart can:]ot move," 
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to her also ; " Lady, his poor heart 
80 confirm'd in faith 

tThat all its thoughts are but of serving thee : 
W3B early thine, and could not swerve aparL" 
Then, if she waveretli, 

Bid her ask Love, who knows if these things be. 
— ^.And in ihe end, beg of her modestly 

■O pardon so much boldness : saying too : — 
filf thou declare hia death to be thy due, 
,,The thing shall come to pass, as dnih beliove." 

Phen pray thou of the Master of all ruth. 
Before thou leave her there. 

That he befriend my cause and plead it well. 
i{n guerdon of my sweet rhymes aod my truth " 
(Entreat him) " Stay with her ; 

Let not the hope of ihy poor servant fail} 

And if with her thy pleading should prevail. 
Let her look on him and give peace lo him." 
Gentle my Song, if good to thee it seem. 

Do this : so worship shall be thine and love. 



. I'his diliy it dk'ided ialo three parls, 
it ivbilhcr to go, and I encourage i 
}f men ceiifidintly, and I UU il •whose . 
.mooaid go vi'iih confidence and nvhhoul 
4Kond, I lay that •which il behove, 
b. In the third, I gi-uc it leave , 
m, rtcommeitding ilt course lo lie i 
itcond part begins here, " JVith a 
third here, •' Ge 

me, and say thai they 
in the second person, seeing that 
y -wordi I am ipeaiing. An. 
this doubt I intend to solve and cle 
^If, at a more difficuh passage, 



In the first, I 
i, thai it may go 
company to join ij 
any danger. In 
I the ditty to set 
lo Stan •when il 
irms of Farlune. 



Sang." Some might c 



the ditty is merely 
d therefore I say 
ar up in this lill/e 



ijs- DANTE ALIGHIERI 

pleisant muBic, into the which I will pass whens 
it needeth." With this speech he was away, and 
sleep was broken up. 

Whereupon, remembering me, 1 knew that I 
behelti this vision during the ninth hour of the i 
and I resolved that I would make a ditty, before I 
my chamber, according to the words my master 
spoken. And tliia is the ditty that 1 mide: — 

Song, 'tis my will that tiiou do seek out Love, 
And go with him where my dear lady la; 
That BO my cause, the which thy harmooieG 

Do plead, his better speech may cle;i[ly prove. 

Thou goest, my Song, in such a courteous kind. 
Thai even companionless 

Thou may'st rely on thyself anywhere. 
And yet, an' ihou wouldst get thee a safe mind, 
First unto Love address 

Thy steps; wJioae aid, mayhap, 'twere ill t 

Seeing that she to whom thou mak'st thy Mft 
Is, Si 1 think, ill-minded unto me, ^^ 

And that if Love do not companion thee, 

Thou'lt have perchance small cheer to tell me o£^ 

With a sweet accent, when thou com'st to her, 
Begin thou in these words. 
First having craved a gracious audience : 
" He who hath sent me as his messenger, 
Lady, thus much records, 

An' thou but sulTer him, in his defence. 
Love, who comea with me, by thine infloeoc 
Can make this man do as it liketh him ; 
Wherefore, if this fault </ or doth bat lam 

Do tho:i conceive : for his heart cannot move," 
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her alio : " Lady, his poor heart 
> conlinn'd in faith 

'hat all its thoughts are but of GerviDg thee : 
.'was early thine, and could not swerve apart." 
(Theu, if the wavereth. 

Bid her aek Love, who knows i! these things be. 
And in the end, beg of her modestly 
'o pardoD so much boldoesB : saying too : — 
».If thou declare his death to be thy due, 
The thing shall come to pass, as doth behove." 

phen pray thou of the Master of all ruth, 

. Before thou leave her there, 

,, That he befriend my cause and plead it well. 

In guerdon of my sweet rhymes and my truth " 

. (Entreat him) " Stay with her ; 

not the hope of thy poor servant fail ; 
, And if with her thy pleading should prevail, 
, Let her took on him and give peace to him." 
fc Gentle ray Song, if good to thee it seem, 

Do this : so worship aball be thine and love. 

liU dilly is di-vided into three parts. In the first, 1 
__? it •mhither to go, and I encourage it, that it may go 
he more catifidenlly, and I tell tt luhose company to join if 
.•tuoidd ga with confidence and 'without any danger. In 
\fi tecand, I say that ■which it behoves the dilty to set 
irlb. In the third, I giiie it leave to start •when tl 
mtet, recommending its course to the arms of Fortune. 
%e iicond part begins here, " With a s'weel accent ; " 
ie third here, "Gentle my Song." Some might con- 
; and say that they understand not ■whom I 
the second person, seeing that the ditty is merely 
very ■words I am speaiing, jind therefore I say 
this doubt I inttnd to solve and clear up in this little 
itself, at a more difficult passage, and thin let him 



anderitand •who notii doubts, or loould nein contrai&cf wU 
aforisa'.d. ■ 

After this vision I have recorded, and havittg 
written those words which Love had dictated to nie,I 
began to be harassed with many and dtrers thoughw, 
by ench of which I was sorely tempted ; and in 
especial, there were fonr among them that left me no 
rest. The first was this: "Certainly the lordsbrp ef 
Love is good ; seeing that it diverts the mind from all 
mean things." The second was this : " Certainly ihe 
lordship of Love is evil ; seeing that ihe more homage 
hia servants pay to him, the more grievous and psinfiil 
are the torments wherewith he torments them." The 
third was this: "The name of Love is so sweet in 
the hearing tliat it would not Beem possible for its 
effects to be other than sweet ( seeing that the name 
must needs be like unto the thing named : as it is 
written r Nomina sunt tonsequertlia rerum." ' And 
the fourth was this : " The lady whom Love haih 
chosen out to govern thee ia not a« other ladies, whose 
hearts are easily moved." 

And by each one of these thoughts 1 was so sorely 
asiailed that I was like unto him who doubteth which 
path to take, and wishing to go, goeth not. And if I 
bethought myself to seek out some point at the which 
all these paths might be found to meet, I discerned 
but one way, and that irked me ; to wit, to call upon 
Pity, and to cummend myself unto her. And it wai 
then that, feeling a desire to write somewhat thereof 

All my thoughts always speak to me of Love, 
Yet have between themselves such difference 
That while one bids me bow with mtnd and sense, 

A second saith, " Go to ; look thou above ; " 
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e ihird one, hoping, yields me joy enough ; 
Aad with the kat conie tears, I scarce know whence : 

II of them craving pity la sore suspense, 
embliog nriih fears that the heart knoweth of. 
Id thua, being all unsure which path to lake, 
Wishing to apeak I know not what to say. 
And lose tnyaelf in amorous wanderings : 
il (my peace with all of them to make), 
'nto mine enemy I needs must pray. 
My lady Pity, for the help she brings, 

thii totmel may he droided into Jour parts. In the 
li / toy and propound thai all my iheughlt are can- 
ting hove. In the second, I say that they an 
', and I rtlate iheir di-vtrtily. In the third, I 
Serein thty all seem to agree. In the fourth, I say 
I, <aiishiag to sprat of hme, I inoiu not from ttihich 
these thoughts to take my argument ; and that if I 
V ah iljm, all, ! ,haU bai,, I, tall ,fan mln, 
t, my Lady Pity, " Lady " I say as in a scornful 
of speech. The second begins here, ** Tet haiie 
ren themtehes s" the third^ " All of them era-oing " 

K'ourth, " And thus." 
.tier this battling with many thoughts, it chanced 
a day that my most gracious lady was with a 
Bering of ladies in a certain place ; to the which 
paB conducted by a friend of mine ; he chinking to 
me a great pleasure by showing me the beauty of 
many women. Then I, hardly knowing where- 
D he conducted me, but trjsiing in him (who yet 
r leading his friend to the last verge of Hfc), made 
fation : " To what end are we come among these 
" "' and he answered: "To the end that they 
J be worthily served." And they were assembled 
' a gentlewoman who was given in marriage on 
b day ; the custom of the city being that these 
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underitand luha now iloubl!, or taaald iioia conlraScI tt 
.f.r,.„i,l. 

After this viaion I have recorded, acd haiioj 
written those words which Love had dictateii to 
began to be harassed with many and dirers thoughts, 
by each of which I was sorely tempted ; and 
especial, there were four among them that left me : 
rest. The first was this : " Certainly the lordehip 
Love is good ; seeing that it diverts the mind from : 
mean things." The second was this: " Certainly the 
lordship of Love is evi! ; seeing that the more homage 
IU8 and punfnl 
them." Th( 



pay 



J him, the n 



are the torments wherewith hi 
third was this: "The name of Love is so 
the hearing that it would not seem possjfc 
effects to be other than sweet ; seeing that 
must needs be hke unto the thing named 
written: Nomina sunt consequenlia rerum." 
the fourth was this : " The lady whom L 
chosen out to govern thee is not aa other ladi 
hearts are easily moved," 

And by each one of these thoughts I was so sore! 
asiaited that I was like unto him who doubteth whic 
path to take, and wishing to go, goeth not. And if 



bethought myself to seek a 
alt these paths might be found i 
but one way, and that irked me ; 
Pity, and to commend myself unt 
then that, feeling a desire to wril 
in rhyme, I wrote this sonnet :^ 



point at the whici 
) meet, I diECCTDei 



All my thoughts always apeak 
Yet have between themseh 
That while on. 

A second saith, '' 



ne of Love, 
h difference 

bow with mind and sease, 

look thou above ; " 



An<f 
hatlt 



F 



THE NEW LIFK 155" 

Ifce ihtril onp, hoping, yields me joy enough ; 
ItAiid with the last come tears, I scarce know whence ; 
uAJt of them craviog pity in sore suspense, 
Mmbling witli feara th^it the heart knoweth of. 
n thus, being all unsure which path to take, 
[^Wishing 10 speak I know not what to say, 
' Aad lose myself m amorous wanderings ; 
^i! (my peace with al! of them to make), 
•Uato mine enemy I needs must pray, 
^ My lady Pily, for the help she brings. 

kyXi/ sonnet may lit dtvided into four parti. In the 

S, / toy and propoand that all my thoughts an con' 
ng Love. In the second, I say that they are 
^le, aad J relate their dhersilj. In the third, I 
A nuhere'm they all seem to agree. In the fourth, I say 
m, ivishmg to jfeai of Lrme, I knotu not from luhich 
ttiete ihoiighis to lake my argument ; and that if I 
mdd tai, it from all, I ,hall have to call upon mine 
ma^, my Lady Pity. " Lady " I say as in a scornful 
hA of speech. The second btgin, here, " Yet have 
Mmen tbemtelves :" the third, " All of them craving " 
It fourth, '• And thus." 

pAiter thiB battling with many thoughts, it chanced 
^ a day that my most gracious lady was with 3 
ttherJDg of ladies in a certain place ; to the which 
HiraE conducted by a friend of mine ; he thinking to 
pT die a great pleasure by showing me the beauty of 
li'inany women. Then I, hardly knowing where- 
tto he conducted me, but trusting in him (who yet 
b|» leading his friend to the last verge of life), made 
(Wlion ; " To what end are we come among these 
kHes ? " and he answered : " To the end that ihey 
ky be worthily served." And they were assembled 
nuod a gentlewoman who was given in marriage on 
Ht day ; the custom of the city being that these 
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should bear hei company when she sat down for th 
first time at table in the house of het huebnad. Then 
fore I, as was my friend's pleasure, resolved K 
with him and do honour to those ladies. 

But as soon as I hiul thus resolved, I began t 
a faintness and a throbbing at my left side, whii 
soon took possession of my whole body. Whereupl 
I remember that I covertly leaned my back uoi 
painting that ran round the walls of that house ; 
being fearful lest my trembling should he discena 
of them, I lifted mine eyes to look on those ladie 
and then first perceived among them the cxcelle 
Beatrice. And when I perceived her, all my si 
were overpowered by the great lordship that Lo 
obulned, finding himself so near unto that 
gracious being, until nothing but the spirits of sig 
remained to me ; and even these remained driven o 
of their own instrumentH because Love entered in t 
honoured place of theirs, that so he might the bei 
behold her. And although 1 was other than at fi 
I grieved for the spirits so expelled which kept op 
sore lament, saying ; " If he had not in tl-'- ~ ^ 
thrust an forth, we also should behoid the m, 
this lady." By this, many of her friends, haTing i 
ccrned niy confusion, began to wonder ; and togetb 
with herself, kept whispering of me and mocking a 
Whereupon my friend, who knew not what to CO 
ceive, took me by the hands, and drawing me foi 
irom among them, required to know wliat ailed i 
Then, having first held me at quiet for a space ui 
my perceptions were come back to me, I made aMi 
to my friend : " Of a surety I have now set my f 
on that point of life, beyond the which he must 1 
pass who would return." ■■ 

' It ie difficult nor io connecL Dante's agony at ihi< < 
ding-fciit with our knowledge that in her twenty-firM 
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' Afterwarde, leaving him, I went back to the room 
here I had wept before ; and again weeping and 
"lamed, said : " If this lady but knew of my con- 
' nn, I do not think that she would thus mock at 
; nay, I am sure that she must needs feel some 
ty." And in my weeping I bethought me to write 
n words in the which, speaking to her, I should 
jnify the occasion of my disfigurement, telling her 
D how I knew that she had no knowledge thereof: 
bich, if it were known, I was certain must mo\e 
Co pity. And then, because [ hoped that per- 
Ivettture it might come into her hearing, I wrote 



lE'EN as the others mock, thou mockest me ; 
Not dreaming, noble lady, whence it is 
That I am taken with strange semblances, 
Seeing thy face which is go fair to see : 
"or else, compassion would not suffer thee 

To grieve my heart with such harsh scoffs as these. 
Lo ! Love, when thou art present, sits at ease. 
And bears his mastership so mightily. 
That all my troubled senses he thrusts out, 
arely tormeniiog some, and skying some. 
Till none but he is left and has free range 
To gaze on thee. This makes my face to change 
ito another's ; while I stand all dumb, 
And hear my senses clamour in their rout. 

(trice wai wedded lo Simone de' Bardi. That she herself 
s the bride on this occasion might seem out of thi? quei- 
n from the fact of its not being in 307 way «o slated ; 
:, on the other hand, Dante'a silence throughout the 
a JVirHu a* regard) her marriage (which mutt have 
inght deep sorrow eien to his ideal loie) is lo startling, 
It we might almost be led to conceive in this pasiage (he 
[j inclmation of it which he thought (it 10 give, 



uiWc iial into parli, became a 
it only made lo open the meaning nf tht thang £midi 
and ib'u, at it ii siifficiently mamfett through the ream 
giiien, hat no need of division. True it it that, em 
the ■wordi luhereby it ihovin the occasion of thii sonm 
dubioui liiordj are lo be found ; namely, •when J l\ 
that Loive iilh all my sbiritj, but that the n^sual remt— 
ia life, only outside of their oivn instrumentt. Aad tUl. 
dl^ully it it imfotiihle for any to soltie -who ii ml It 
equal guiie Sege urtto Love ; and, to thoie v/ho are t^ 
thai it man^ett vihich tuotild clear up the duUoiu vuorJu 
jind therefore it 'were net -uxl! for me lo expound till 
difficulty, inaimuch at my tpealing -would be either fruit'- 

A while after this strange disiigurement, I became 
possessed with a strong conception which left r 
very seldom, and then to return quickly. And il 
was this : " Seeing that thou eomect into Buch (corn 
by the companionship of this lady, wherefore seekcft 
thou to behold her f If she should ask thee thit 
thing, what answer couldut thou make u: 
yea, even though thou wert master of all thy facultieii 
and in no way hindered from answering." Unto the 
which, another very humble thought said in reply : 
" If I were master of all my faculties, and in no wa 
hindered from answering, I would IcU her that i 
sooner do I image to myself her marvellous beautjf 
than I am possessed with the desire to behold hcr,lh 
which is of so great strength that it kills and desiroj 
in my memory all those things which might oppM 
it; and it is therefore that the great anguish I ban 
endured thereby is yet not enough to restrain me fron 
seeking to behold her." And then, because of tl 
tkovghts, I resolvedto write Gomewliat, wherein, liani 
pleaded mine excuse, I should tell her of what I fl 
in her presence. Whereupon I wrote this sonnet;- 
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BThe thoughts are broken in my memory, 

h Xbou lovely Joy, whene'er I see thy face ; 

L When thou art near me. Love fills up the space, 

LOfWD repeating, "If death irk thee, fly." 

L}dy face shows my heart's colour, verily, 

I Which, fainting, seeks for any leaning-place ; 

yi Till, in the drunken terror of disgrace, 

BiThe very stones seem to be shrieking, "Die! " 

Ljt were a grievous sin, if one should not 

I Strive then to comfort my bewilder'd mind 

I (Though merely with a fiimple pitying), 

J .For the great anguish which thy acorn has wrought 

L In the dead sight o' the eyes grown nearly blind, 

E Which loot for death as for a bjesaed thing. 

f 7%i.r soitnei ii diiiiiled into lino parti. In thijiril, I 
vB the eauie lohy I abstiun not from earning to thu 
'ady. In the second, I tell what befalls m: through 
•omtng to her ; and this part begins here, " When thou 
trt near. ' ' j^nd also this second pari divides into Jiiie 
iiitinct slalemmls. For, in the first, I tay what Love, 
■ounsdled by Reason, tells me when I am near the lady. 
In ihe second, I set forth the stale af my heart by ihe 
•xample af the face. In the third, I lay ho-w all ground 
if trust fails me. In the fourth, J say thai he sins tobo 
rhowt not pity of me, tohieh vjoiild giv4 me some eanfort. 
[n the last, I say -why people should lahe pity 1 namely, 
'or the pilcous hoi vihich tomes into mine eyes ,- mihich 
"lileous loot is destroyed, thai is, appeareth not ania 
others, through the jeeAng of this lady, who drains ta 
■he Hit action ihose who peradventurr ivoidd set this 
'titeoamess. The second part begins here, " My face 
rhows : " the third, ' ' Tdl, in lie drunken terror ; " tie 
'ourih, " // itserc a grit-vous sin ,- " thejifib, " For lie 
\l anguish." 
Thereafter, this sonnet bred in me desire to write 



k 



undcrslnnd tiiho noiu cloubtt, or nvBuld noio foiUraiSt 
af.r„„iJ. 

After this vision I hare recorded, 
written those woida which Love had dictated to mi 
began to be harassed with many and dir^fa titougl 
by each of which I was sorely tempted ; and 



especial, ther 
rest. The firsi 
Love is good ; 

lordship of Lo 



f four among them that left 
IS this : " Certainly the lordship 
seeing thai it diverts the mind from' 
The second was this : " Certainly 
ive is evi! ; seeing that the more ' 
y to him, the more grievous and 
:3 wherewith he torments them," 
third was this: "The name of Love is so sweet 
the hearing that it would not seem possible foi 
effects to be other than sweet ; seeing that the n 
must needs be like unto the thing named : ai 
written: Nomina sunt rensequenlia rerum." ^ j 
the fourth was this : " The lady whom Love 1 
chosen out to govern thee is not as other ladies, wl 
hearts are easily moved." 

And by each one of these thoughts 1 was bo ao 
assailed that I was like unio him who doubteth wl 
path to lake, and wishing to go, goeth not. And 



bethought myself to seek out aom 


e point at the wh 


all these paths might be found 


meet, 1 diseeii 


but one way, and that irked me ; 


to wit, to call u 


Pity, and to commend myself unt 


her. And it 


then that, feeling a desire to wri 


e somewhat tfaetl 


in rhyme, I wrote this sonnet:— 





All my thoughts always speak lo me of Love, 
Yet have between themselves such diFerence 
That while one bids me bow with niind and m 

A second saith, " Go to : look thou above ; " 
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ffourib, " No leo-er do I lift." 
After I had written chcGe three last aaonets, wherein 
Ipake DQto m; lady, telling her almost the whole 
' my condition, it Beemed to me that I should be 
lent, having said eoough conceroing myself. But 
beit I spake not to her again, yet it behoved me 
Serward to write of another mitter, more noble than 
le foregoing. And for that ihe occasion of what I 
hcD wrote may be found pleasant in the hearing, I 
rill relate it as briefly as I may. 

^ Through the sore change in mine aspect, the secret 
f ray heart was now understood of mjny. Which 
ung being thus, there came a day when certain ladies 
t whom it W34 we!! known (they having been with 
te at dJTerB times in my trouble) were met together 
t« the pleasure of gentle company. And as I was 
geiag that way by chance (but I think rather by the 
fill of fortune), I heard one of them call unto me, 
ad she that called was a lady of very sweet speech. 
Lnd when I bad come close up with them, and per- 
tived that they had not among them mine excelleat 
dy, I was reassured ; and saluted them, asking of 
icir pleasure. The ladies were many; divers of 
hom were laughing one to another, while divers 
ized at me as though I should speak anon. But 
ben I still spake not, one of them, who before had 
ten talking with another, addressed me by my name, 
>)'ing> " 1^0 what end lovest thou this lady, seeing 
tat thou canst not support her presence ? Now tell 
I this thing, that we may know it : for certainly the 
id of such a Jove must be worthy of knowledge," 
Lod when she had spoken these words, not she only. 
It bU they that were with her, began to observe me, 
siting for my reply. Whereupon, I said tlius uoto 
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them : " Ladiea, the end and aim of my Lore 
but the salutation of that lady of whom I con 
that ye are speaking ; wherein alone I found 
beatitude which is the goal of desire. And now 
it hath pleased her to deny me this, Love, my M; 
of his great goodness, hath placed all my beatitude 
there where my hope will not fail me." Then thoK 
ladies began to talk closely together ; and as I have 
seen snow fall among the rain, so was their talk 
mingled with sighs. But after a little, that lady who 
had been the first to addresi me, addressed me aeab 
in these words : " We pray thee that thou will tell HI 
wlierein abideth this thy beatitude." And answering, 
I said but thus much : " In those words that do 
praise my iady." To the which she rejoined, "If 
thy speech were true, those words that thou didst 
write concerning thy condition would hare been written 
with another intent." 

Then I, being almost put to aharae becatise of her 
answer, went out from among them ; and as I walked, 
I said within myself: " Seeing that there is so much 
beatitude in those words which do praise my lady, 
wherefore hath my speech oi" her been different?" 
And then I resolved that thenceforward I would 
choose for the theme of my writings only the praise 



I gracious being, 
exceedingly, it seemed tc 
myself a theme which 



dared n 



ind I I 



n the desire of speaking, 
After which it happened, 
a path which Uy beside a 
that there came upon 



when i had thought 
me that I had taken to 
much too lofty, so that I 
nained during several days 
ind the fear of beginning. 
IS I passed one day along 

great desire 



what in rhyme ; but when I began thinking how I 
should say it, methought that to speak of her i 
UDsecmly, unless I spoke to other ladies in th 



erson ; which is to say, not to any odie; \a&et ; bu: 
loly to such as are so called becgiiuc tfaev are gnK«, 
tx alone for mere womanhood- W b erc iy cti I de- 
lare that my tongue spake as ibon^ Ih i» wn 
mpulse, and said, "LadiFs thai have knflijLUCe ia 
These words I laid tip ia nij imad Mb srcB 
^adness, conceiving to take tbctn at (ny nfilBf IK"- 
nent. Wherefore, haring retnrocd to the atj \ >}abc 
if, and considered thereof dtiring oertaiB ixjt, 1 bcgas 
I. poem with this beginair^ coeamctBd w ttc tnodc 
irhich will be seen below in it* drnMO. TIk fnoa 
tegins here : — 

t^ADiEs that have intelligence id ki*e, 

Of mine own Udy i woold ipe»k witii T^"- 
Not that I hope lo couat ber pnuca dKO^^ 
But telling what I may, la cmc mj BMid. 
/\nd I declare that wbra I ipcak ihatmf 
Love sheds such perfiM:t i w tPMta s 0*0 nc 
That if my courage fail'd not, 1111 m Jj 
T'o him my lineoert onM be all ttmg^A, 
Wherefore I will not meak » madi lifpr hjai 
nrhat mine own speech ihai^ M MV «*>M>l «art«K i 
It only will discourte of hcf h^ goae 
la these poor word*, the fant ihM 1 ca» Aarfl, 
IVich you alone, dear dxawi awl daawmlf : 
Twere ill to speafc thrre«f with sd|' dw. 

n Angel, of his blcMed luiowlci^i> nob 

To God: "Lord,inthewgldth»TU«i—«Mi<, 

A miracle in action i* diipbij''<l 

By reason of 3 lool vLmc lyli wli ■« &«r 
tven hither : and ttnce Hmcs re^WMtli 
Nought saving her, fof kcr a jn^xfc T^ibe^ 



Thy Saints crying almid rcrWMtWl|'. 

Yet Pity itiU (kfeodi uw eanU^ idtwx j 

Iq that tweet sonl; C<Kl3M«€tNi£tiM»^k>tyVlW-. 
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them : " Ladies, the end and aim of my Low W 
but die salutation of that lady of whom I conceitc^^ 
that ye are speaking ; wherein alone I found ihl 
beatitude which is the goal of desire. And [ 
it hath pleased her to deny me this. Love, my Maitd 
of his great goodness, hath placed all my beatitud 
there where my hope will not fail me." Then tfaoii 
ladies began to talk closely together ; and as I bai 
seen snow fall among the rain, so was their ti 
mingled with sighs. But after a little, that lady w 
had been the first to addresa me, addressed me ag: 
in these words ; " We pray thee that thoo wilt tell 9 
wlierein abideth this thy beatitude." And a 
I said but thus much ; " In those words that i 
praise my tady." To the which she rejoined, ' 
thy speech were true, those words that thou didi 
write concerning thy condition would have been writte 
with anorher intent." 

Then I, being almost put to shame because of S 
answer, went out from among them ; and as 1 v/ilkeii 
I said within myself: "Seeing that there is s 
beatitude in those words which do praise my UiIk 
wfierefore hath ray speech of her been different? 
And then I resolved that thenceforward I i 
choose for the theme of my writings only the praise 
this most gracious being. But when 1 had thougb 
exceedingly, it seemed to nie thJt I had taken t 
myself a theme which was much too lofty, s 
dared not btgin ; and I remained during several day 
in the desire of speaking, and the fear of beginning 
After which it happened, as I passed one day aloi 
a path which Ly beside a stream of very clear w 
that there came upon me a great desire to say n 
what in rhyme j but when I began thinking ho* 
should say it, methought that to speak of her wet 
unseemly, unless 1 spoke to other ladies in 
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Person ; which is to say, not to any other ladies ; but 
mJy to such aa are so called because they are gentle, 
let alone for mere womanhood. Whereupon I de- 
clare that my tongue spake aa though by its own 
impulse, and said, " Ladies that have intelligence in 
love," These words I laid up in niy mind with great 
giadneSG, conceiving to take them as my commence- 
ment. Wherefore, having returned to the city I spake 
of, and considered thereof during certain days, I began 
a poem with this beginnbg, constructed in the mode 
which will be seen below in its division. The jWeili 
begins here : — 

IACiEs that have ialelligence in love, 
Oi mine own lady 1 would speik with you ; 
Not that I hope to count her praises through, 
But telling what I may, to ease my mind. 
nd I declare that when I speak thereof 
Love sheds such perfect sweetness over me 
That if my courage fail'd not, certainly 
To him my listeners must be all resign'd. 
I Wherefore I will not speak in such large kind 
^Tfaat mine own speech should foil me, which were base ; 
£at only will discourse of her high grace 

Id these poor words, the best that T can find. 
With you alone, dear dames and damozcls : 
^Twere ill to speak thereof with any else. 

a Angel, of his blessed knowledge, saith 
"oGod: " Lord, in the world that Thou hast made, 
r A miracle in action is display'd 

By reason of a aoul whose splendours fare 
:n hither : and since Heaven requireth 
j Nought saving her, for her it prayeth Thee, 
I Thy Saints crying aloud continually." 
Yet Pity still defends our earthly share 
In that sweet soul i God answering thus the ^la'jei'. 
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" My well- beloved, suffer that in peace 

Your hope remain, while lo My pleasure is, 

There where one dwells who dreads the loss of hMj 

And who in Hel! unto the dooni'd shall say, 

" I have look'd on that for which God's chosen pray." 

My lady is desired in the high Heaven : 
IVhertfori, it now behoveth me to tell, 
Saying: Let any maid that would be well 
Esteem'd keep with her; for as she goes by, 
Into foul hearts a deathly chill is driven 

By Love, that makes ill thought to perish there ; 
While any who endures to gaze on her 
Must either be made noble, or else die. 
When one deserving to be raised so high 
Is found, 'tia then her power attains its proof. 
Making his heart strong for his soul's behoof 
With the full strengrh of meek humility. 
Also this virtue owns she, by God's will : 
Who speaks with her can never come to ill. 

Love Balth concerning her: "How chanceth it 
That flesh, which is of dust, should be thus pure i 
Then, gazing always, he makes oath : " For sun 
This is a creature of God till now unknown." 
She hath that paleness of the pearl that's fit 
Id a fair woman, so much and not more ; 
She is as high as Nature's skill can soar j 
Beauty is tried by her comparison. 
Whatever her sweet eyes are turn'd upon, 
Spirits of love do issue thence in flame. 
Which through their eyes who then may look a, 

Pierce to the heart's deep chamber every one. 
And in her smile Love's image you may see ; 
Whence none can gaze upon her steadfasdy. 
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Dear Song, I know thou wilt hold gentle speech 
With many ladies, when I send ihee forth : 
Wherefore {being mindful that thou hadet thy birth 
From Love, and art a modest, simple child), 
Whomso thou meetest, say thou this to each : 
" Give me good speed ! To her I wend along 
In whose much strength my weakness is made 
strong." 
And if, i' the end, thou wouldat not be beguiled 
Of all thy labour, seek not the defiled 
And common sort ; but rather choose to be 
Where man and woman dwell in courtesy. 

So to the road thou shalt be reconciled, 
And find the lady, and with the lady, Love. 
Commend thou me to each, as doth behove. 

Yhii poem, that it may be heller unJerileod, I •will 
£vide mere tahlly than the othert precerEng ; and lhere~ 
fare I •will maie three parts of it. The Jirit part it a 
proem to the •wordi folla'ojing. The second it the matter 
treated of. The third ii, as .1 -were, a handmaid to the 
preceding •words. The second begins here, " An angel ; " 
the third here, "Dear Song, I hnoiv," The first part 
it divided into/our. In the first, I say to tahoM I mean 
to speak of my lady, and •wherefore I •will lo sprat. In 
the second, I say •what she appears to myself to be •when 
I refieet upon her excellence, and •what I •would utter if I 
toil not courage. In the third, I say -what it it I par- 
pose to speai, so as not to be impeded by faint-hearlednets. 
In the fourth, repealing to tnhom I purpose speaking, I 
tell ibt reason -why I speak la them. The second begins 
here, " And I declare , " the third here, " Wherefore 
I •will not speak ; " the fourth here, " Ifith you alone." 
Then, •when I say " An Angel," I begin treating of this 
lady I and this part it divided into /wo. In the first, I 
tell •oihat is unilerstood of her in hea-oen. In ihe second. 



"My well-beiovM, suffer thai in peace 

Your hope remain, white so My pleasure i>, 
There where one dwells who dreads the loss of her i 
And who in Hell unto ihe doom'd shall say, 
" I hare look'd on that Tor which God's choEen pray.' 

My lady is desired in che high Heaven : 
Whtrtforc, tt now behoveth me to Eell, 
Saying : Let any ma>d that would be well 
Esteem'd keep wi:h her : for as she goes by, 
Into foul beans a deathly chill is dri»en 

By Loie, that makes tU thought to perish tbere; 
While anv who endures to gaze oa her 
MiM cither be made ooble, or Ate die. 
Wken ooe deserving to be raised so high 
Ii fewHli 'ti* then her power attains its proof, 
Mak-iag hi* hnn Hrong iiv hie sonI's behoof 
Witk the fiiH ttie^h of neci homiliiy. 
JUk> lUt nme owac riw, by God's will : 
Wbo ^nb Mil ktr OB new come to ill. 

Low aiA iTituriMg ber : *' How chaaceth it 
TWic^«kxki(ardMt,dM^ be dm pore?' 
TWik E"^ «!■«]•• ke Makes tntfa : "'^ 
Tki* « a CM^ of God ta ■ 
She kxk thtt ratcMM ofifcr p»i that's fit 
to a 6ar «««^ •» ^ocfc aod mt nan ; 
£^ it o> k^ K Kmtc's oa OB mr : 
Brao^istrixlby faer oeafatnao. 
Wwinvr acT nnet T'v i^ mn d opottt 
SkiriB of IwK 4* MHe dwocx ■ Amw, 
wUdkilxM^ dKV e^ vhoibeoray look i 

A*< «k Inr oaak l.«*«'^ inp ;«■ wa^ ace; 
W^Kc MMT a« fS».^iM ka wririf w d y. 
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III I had seen her in the company of excellent 
;alrice, I could not hinder myscli' from a few tears ; 
d weeping, I conceived to say iomewhat of her death, 

guerdon of hating seen her sonitwhile with my 
dy ; which thing I spake of in the latler end of ihe 
Ues that I writ in this m.itter, aa he will discern who 

krsiands. And I wrote two sonnets, which aie 



'ttt, Lovers, sith Love's very aelf doth weep. 
And. sith the cause for weeping is so great ; 
When now bo many dames, of such estate 
worth, show with their eyes a grief so deep; 

Death the churl has laid his leaden sleep 
Upon a damsel who was fair of late, 
Defacing all our earth should celebrate, — 
■11 save virtue, which the soul doth keep. 
r hearken how much I.,ove did honour her. 
myself law him in his proper form 
Bending above the motionless sweet dead, 
I often ga/,ing into Hejven ; for there 
The Boul now sits which when hi^r life was warm 
■elt with the joyful beauty that is fled. 

iijfiw ionnit ii dmilfil into thru parts. In thi 

tt^and leteech ibe Faithful of Lovi la -aitep ; 

y that their hard 'o/eept, and that they, hearing 

.Jtflohy he -wetpi, shall he mare minded lo liilen 

^ithe jecond, I relate ihii 

^^^N^'honour done by I.m 

^^Mb* begins here : " IVIien n 

^BUre .- " f^o-iL- hearten 



/n the third, 
! lo ihit Lady. The 
many damei ; " 



1 
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*' My well-belovSd, suffer ihat in peace 
Yonr hope remain, while »o My pleas 
There where one dwells who dreads the 
And who in Hell unto the doom'd shall say, 
" I have look'd on that for which God's chosen praji 

My lady is desired in the high Heaven : 
Whercfart, it now bchoveth me to tell, 
Saying : Let any raald that would be well 
Esteem'd keep with her : for as she goes by, 
Into foul hearts a deathly chill is driven 

By Love, that makes ill thought to perish there;. 
Whije any who endures to gaze on her 
Must either be made noble, or else die. 
When one deserving to be raised so high 
Is found, 'tis then her power attains its proof, 
Making his heart strong for his soul's behoof 
With the full strength of meek humility. 
Also this virtue owns she, by God's will ; 
Who speaks with her can never come to 111. 

Love saith concerning her: "How chanceth it 
That flesh, which is of dust, should be thus purel 
Then, gazing always, he makes oath : " For sun 
This is a creature of God till now unknown." 
She hath thai paleness of the pearl that's fit 
In a fair woman, so much and not more ; 
She is as high as Nature's skill can soar ; 
Beauty is tried by her comparison. 
Whatever her sweet eyes are turn'd upon, 
Spirits of love do issue thence in flame. 
Which through their eyes who then may took 
them 
Pierce to the heart's deep chamber every one. 
And in her smile Love's image you may see ; 
Whence none can gaze upon her steadfastly. 



; which is to eay, not to any other ladiei ; but 
y to such as are bo caJIed because they are gentle, 
I alone for mere womanhood. Whereupon I de- 
; that my tongue spake as though by its trwn 
bolse, and said, "Ladies that hare intelligence in 
" These words I laid up in my mind with great 
!as, conceiving to take them as my commence- 
Wherefore, having returned to the city I spake 
land considered thereof during cettain days, I began 
a with this beginning, constructed in the mode 
uch will be seen below in its division. The poem 
■ IB here: — 

Es that have intelligence id love. 
Of mine own lady I would speak with you ; 
Not that I hope to count her praises through, 

" It telling what I may, to ease my mind, 
pd I declare that when 1 speak thereof 
Lore sheds such perfect sweetness oyer me 
That if my courage fail'd not, certainly 

To him my listeners must be all resign'd. 

Wherefore I will not speak in such large kind 
tat mine own speech should foil me, which were base ; 
K only will discourGe of her high grace 
In these poor words, the best that I can lind, 
ith yon alone, dear dames and damozels ; 
e ill to speak thrreof with any else. 

B Angel, of his blessed knowledge, saith 
. o God : " Lord, in the world that Thou hast made, 
L miracle in action is display 'd 

Bjr reason of a soul whose splendours fare 
■M hither : and since Heaven requireth 
Nought laving her, for her it prayeth Thee, 
Toy Saints crying aloud continually." 
Yet Pity sIlH defends our earthly share 
Id that sweet soul ; God answering thus the prayer : 
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/ tell -mhal 
lady it diA 



Thl 



iBod of her on 1 
vlpart U 



'h : here, " My 
•Ditied into two ; 



for, in tbejirit, I speak of her as regards the ttaUentii 
of her soul I relating s\ " ' 



-J .--. , -^ of her 'oirtuei proceeding frm 

her soul ; ia the second, I speak of her as regards ihi 
nobleness of her body, narrating some of her beauties ; 
here, " Latie saiih concerning her." This second pwl ii 
di-vided into Itvo ; for, in the first, I speak of eerim 
beauties luhich belong to the ivhole person ; ia the second, 
I speak of certain beauties ■tvhici belong to a distinct pari , 
of the person ; here, " Whatever her sweet eyej," This 
second part is di-vided into ttuo ; for, in the one, I sfeat \ 
of the eyes, •luhich are the beginning of love ; in ihr 
second, I speak of the mouth, . luhich is the end of love. 
jiad, that every -vicious thought may be discarded here- 
from, let the reader remember that it ij above ■wriltni 
that the greeting of this lady, -which iiias an act of ier 
mauth, was the goal of my desires, while I could rectiii 
it. Then, when I say, '• Dear Song, I kno^," I aJil 
a slanixa as it were handmaid to the ethers, 
say -what I desire from this my poem, jind 
last part is easy to understand, T trouble not 
more divisions. I say, indeed, that the further la open 
the meaning of thit poim, more minute divisions ought It 
be used 1 but nevertheless he who is not of -wit enough M 
understand it by these -oihieb have been already n 
•welcome to leave it alone ; for cirtes I fear I have cl 
municated its seme to loo many by these present diiiitio^ 
if it so happened that many should hear it. 

When this Eong van a little gone abroad, : 

one of my frienda, hearing the same, was pleased f 

quegtion me, that I should tell him what thing lore! 
is ; it may be, conceiving irom the words thus heaid 
a hope of me beyood my desert. Wherefore I, 
thinkiog that after such discourse it were well t 
Bomewhat of the nature of Lot 
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: with my friend's desire, proposed to myself to 
tain words ia the which I should treat of 
this argument. And the sonnet that I tlien made 
is this : — 

3VE and the gentle heart are one same thing, 

Even as the wise man ' in hisditty saith. 

Each, of itaelf, would be such life in death 
^B rational soul hcreft of reasoning. 
'Tis Nature makes them when she loves : a king 

Love ia, whose palace where he sojourneth 

Is call'd the Heart ; there draws he quiet breath 
At first, with brief or longer slumbering. 
Then beauty seen in virtuous womankind 

Will make the eyee desire, and through the heart 
Send the desiring of the eyes again ; 
Where often it abides so long enshrined 

That Love at length out of his sleep will start. 
And women feel the same for worthy men. 

TUi lonati 11 divided into Iwa parii. In the fril, 

jpeat of him according to kit peiver. In the second, 

tpeak of him according as his poiver translates itself 

' act. The second part begins here, " Then beauty 

" Thejirsl is divided into tiuo. In the Jrsl, I 

m ivhat salyect this potiier exists. In the second, I 

^ hetv this talgeci and this potuer are produced to- 

'^^iher, and how the one regards the other, as form does 

matter. The second begins here, " ' Tts Nature. " After- 

■wards -when I say, " Then beauty seen in ■ 

•uiomankind," I say hoisj this potaer translat 

cl : and, first, how it so translates itself in 

.. Joui « so translates itself in a tsioman: here 

- lo Oninicelli, in the canione which begiai, ' 

to gentle heart Love ihelters him." (See aitc, p. 1 
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/ tcl! what is underjlooj of her on earth : ha 
lady ii deiireii," This second part it divided ii 
for, in thejirst, I speak of her ai regards the 
of her soul ; relating jome of her iiirluei proceeding fr 
her soul; in tht second, I .peak of her lU 
nobleness of her body, narrating some of hi 
here, " Love saith concerning her'' This teeond part 
di-vided into tiuo ; for, in ihe Jirsl, I ipeai of ceri 
beauties ivhich belong to the tiiho/e person ; in the sect 
I speak of certain beauties whiei belong to a dist'mel } 
of the person : here, " Whatever her s'meet eyes." 1 
second part is divided into two .■ for, in the onf, / tf 
of the eyes, which are the beginning of love ; in 
second, I speak of the mouth, . tuhich is the end of k 
And, that every vicious thought may be discarded hi 
from, let the reader remember that il is above tvri 
that the greeting of this lady, tuhich -was an act if 
mouth, ivas the goal of my desires, luhile I could rea 
it. Then, 'ujhen I say, " Dear Song, I knoia," I 
a stanxa as il were handmaid to the others, whera 
say what I desire from this my poem. And because 
last part is easy to understand, I trouble not myself i 
more divisions, I say, indeed, that the further to i 
the meaning of this potm, more minute divisions ought 
be used ; but nevertheless he -who is not of luit enougti 
understand it by these luhich have been already ma ' 
welcome to leave it alone ; for cerles I fear I have 
municated its sense to too many by these present divitU 
if il JO happened that many should hear it. 

When this song was a little gone abro.id, 
one or my friends, hearing the same, was pleased 
question me, that I should tell him what thing U 
ia ; it may be, conceiving from the words thus hei 
a hope of me beyond my desert. Wherefore 
thinking that after such discourse ic were well 
somewhat of the nature of Love, and also in a 
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c with my friend's desire, proposed to myself to 
te ceriaio words in the which I should treat of 
. argument. And the sonnet that I then made 



rovE and the gentle heart are one same thing, 
Even as the wise man ' in hia ditty saith. 
Each, of itself, would be such life in death 
i_fta rational aoul bereft of reasoning. 
'Tis Nature makes them when she loves ; 3 king 
^ Love is, whose palace where he sojourneth 
i la call'd the Heart ; there draws he quiet breath 
,At first, with brief or longer slumbering. 
^Then beauty seen in viituous womankind 

Will make the eyes desire, and through the heart 
Send the desiring of the eyes again ; 
.Where oiten it abides so long enshrined 

That Love at length out of his sleep will starL 
And women fee! the same for worthy men. 



j7»j sonnet ii dvoided ii 
mi of him acmrding I 
>i qf him 



ll^cct Ihh 



a part, 



act. The i 
p," Th-fi 
H m tohat 



/« Ihcjirst, 
In the seeond, 
Iranilaies itieff 
" Then beauty 
In Ihr fril, I 
'n the second, J 
■e produced to- 
r,.,fir„J.„ 



poiuer exists. In 
nd this power are 
■, and how the one regards the other, 
-. The second ieginj here, "Tis Not, 
vdt -when I lay, " Then beauty stei 
mankind," I say ho-ui this potaer translates itself 
1 act ; and, Jirsl, hanu il so translates itself in a man, 
ip ha-ai it 10 translates itself ina ■uiomant here, "And 
men feel." 

iSuido Guiaiwill, in the onione which begin>, "Within 
gentle heart Love shelters liim." (See unfc, p. 11.) 
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Having treated of love in the foregoing, it appean 
to me that I should also aay something in praise of HI 
lady, wherein it might be set forth how love manifoU 
itaelf when produced by her ; and how not only ^ 
couJd awaken it where it slept, but where it was n 
she could marvellously create it. To the which B 
I wrote another Gonnet ; and it is this : 

My lady carries love within her eyei 

All that she looks on is made pie; 

Upon her pth men turn to gaze at her ; 
He whom she greeteth feels his heart to rise, 
And droops his troubled visage, full of sighs. 

And of his evil heart is then aware: 

Hate loves, and pride becomes a worshipper. 
O women, help to praise her in somewise. 
Humbleness, and the hope that hopeth well. 

By speech of hers into the mind are brought, 
And who beholds is blessed oftenwhiles. 
The look she hath when she a little smiles 

Cannot he said, nor hulden in the thought ; 
'Tis such a new and gracious miracle. 

This lonnil hai thru leclioni. In ihcjnl, J lajl 
th'u lady brings thit poiver into action by ihen most » 

fiattircs, her eyei: and, in the third, I say this sam 
to that most noble feature, her mouth. And het% 
ihetl livo sections is a lilt/e section, iiihich aiis, it 
luere, help for the previous lection and the lubttquent 
and it begins here, " ■zuomen, help." The third fej 
here, "Humbleness." The Jirit is divided into ti 

for, in the first, I say hatu she with power mates 
that which she looks upon ,• and this is as much at U 
that she brings Love, in power, thither •uihere kt u 
In the second, I lay hoia the brings Lo-oe, in act, iiUo 
hearts of all those whom she sees. In the third, I 
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t tht afiermards, loith virlu/, operalej uboa ihe'ir 
ft. The leeond bcg'iiit, " Upon htr palh ; " lie 
hirJ, " He ivham the grectelh." Then, lohen I toy, 
•" women, help," / intimate to whom it ti my intention 
hipeai, eallmg on tvomen to help me to honour her. 
tHben, •when I say, " Humbleneti," I say that tame tahich 
dot the Jtrtt part, regarding two acli of her mouth, 
'hereof it her most jweet speech, and the other her 
tlloui tmile. Only, I say not of thij last how it 
tperalet upon the hearts of others, because memory eanmt 
retain this smile, nor its operation. 

Not many days after thia (it being the will of the 
DSt High Gad, who also from Himself put Dot 
away death), the father of wonderful Beatrice, going 
out of this life, passed certainly into glory. Thereby 
it happened, as of very aooth it might not be otherwise, 
that this lady was made full of the bitterness of grief: 
seeing that such a parting is sery grievous unto those 
friends who are left, and that no other friendship U 
I that between a good parent and a good child ; 
and furthermore considering that this lady was good in 
die supreme degree, and her lather (as by many it 
hath been truly averred) of exceeding goodness. And 
because it is the usage of that city that men meet with 
men in such a grief, and women with women, certain 
ladies of her companionship gathered themselves unto 
Beatrice, where she kept alone in her weeping ; and 
at they passed in and out, I could hear them speak 
concerning her, how she wept. At length two of 
them went by me, who said ; " Certainly she grieveih 
in such sort that one might die for pity, beholding 
her." Then, feeling the tears upon my face, I put 
up my hands to hide them : and had it not been that 
I hoped to hear more concerning her (seeing that where 
I Bat, her friends passed continually in and out), I 
ihould assuredly have gone thence to be alone, when 
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I felt the tears come. But as I still sat in that place, 
certain ladies again passed near me, who were saying, 
among ihemselves : "Which of us shall be joyf 
any more, who have listened to this lady 
piteous sorrow i " And there were others who laid'- 
as they went by me: "He thai sitteih here could 
not weep more if he had beheld her as we hate be- 
held her;" and again; "He is so altered that he 
seemeth not as himself." And sdll as the ladici 
passed to and fro, I could hear them speak after iha 
fashion ot her and of me. 

Wherefore afterwards, having considered and per- 
ceiving that there was herein matter for poesy, 1 
resolved that I would write certain rhymes in the 
which should be contained all that those ladies had 
said. And because I would willingly have spoken 
to them if it had not been for discreetnesa, I made 
in my rhymes as though I had spoken and they had 
answered me. And thereof I wrote two sonnets ; in 
the first of wliich I addressed them as I would fain 
have done ; and in the second related their answer, 
using the speech that I had heard from them, as though 
it had been spoken unto myself. And the sonnets at 



1 



You that thus wear a modest Ci 

With lids weigh'd down by the heart's heaviness, 

Whence come you, that among you every face 
Appears the same, for its pale troubled glance i 
Have you beheld my lady s face, perchance, 

Bow'd with the grief that Love makes full of grace? 

Say now, " This thing is thus ; " as my heart says, 
Marking your grave and sorrowful advance. 
And if indeed you come from where she sighs 
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And maurae, may it please you (for his heart's 
reUef > 
To tell how it iarea wiih her unto him / 

Who Icaows that you have wept, seeing your eyes,iliiv« 
And is so grieved with looking on your grief 
That his heart trembles and his sight grows 



Thii sennet ij diiiidcd inlo tivo parti. In the Jirti 
I call and aii these ladies ivhether they come froi 
her, telling them that I think they do, became they rctur 
the nobler. In tht second, I pray them to tell me of her 
anJ the lecond begins here, " jind if indeed." 



Canst thou indeed be he that still would sing 

Of our dear lady unto none but us ? 

For though thy voice confirms that it is thus, 
Thy visage might another witness bring. 
And wherefore is thy grief so sore a thing 

That grieving thou mak'at others dolorous? 

Hast thou too seen her weep, that thou from us 
Canst not conceal thine inwu'd sorrowing? 
Nay, leave our woe to us ; let us alone ; 

'Twere sin if one should strive to soothe our woe, 
For in her weeping we have heard her apeak: 
Also her look's BO ful! of her heart's moan 

That they who bhould behold her, looking so, 
MuBt fall aawoon, feeling al! life grow weak. 

This sonnet has four parts, as the ladies in luhose 
person I reply had four forms of answer. And be- 
cause these are sufficiently shoton ahmie, I stay nol to 
explain the purport of the parts, and therefore I only 
■m. The second begins here, ' ' jiad 
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vihcrcfore is thy grief ; " lie third here, " Naj, luvt 
oar luoe ; " ihe/aiirlh, " ^/lo her loot." 

A few days after thia, my body became afflicwd 
with a painful infirmity, whereby I suffered billB 
anguish for many days, which at last brought n 
unto such weakness that I could no longer m 
And I remember that on the ninth day, being □ 
come with intolerable pain, a thought came into 
mind concerning my lady : but when it had a 1 
nourished thia thought, my mind relurried to 
brooding over mine enfeebled body. And then per" 
ceiving how frail a thing life is, even though healdl 
keep with it, the matter aeemed to me so pitiful that 
I could not chooae but weep ; and weeping I nid 
within myself: "Certainly it must sometime con 
to pass that the very gentle Beatrice will die." Then 
feeling bewildered, I closed mine eyea ; and my bi 
began to be in travail as the brain of one frantic, i 
to have such imaginations as here follow. 

And at the first, it seemed to me that I saw c 
tain faces of women with tlieir hair loosened, whirl 
called out to me, "Thou shalt surely dici" iSvt 
the which, other terrible and unknown appearancei 
said unto me, "Thou art dead." Ac length, as mj 
phantasy held on in its wanderings, I came to be ■ 
knew not where, and to behold a throng of dishevellei 
ladies wonderfully sad, who kept going hither a 
thither weeping. Then the sun went out, a 
the stara showed themselves, and they were o 
a colour that I knew they must be weeping ; 
seemed to me that the birds fell dead out of the skji 
and that there were great earthquakes. With that 
while I wondered in my trance, and was filled ' 
a grievous fear, I conceived that a certain fr 
came unto me and said : " Hast thou not hesnl 
She that was thine excellent lady hath been take 
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il of life." Then I began to weep very piteouslyj 
id not only in mine imagination, but with mine 
eyes, which were wet with tears. And I seemed to 
look towards Heacen, and to behold a multitude of 
angels who were returning upwards, having before 
them an exceedingly white cluud: and these angeU 
were ainging together gloriou&ly, and the words of 
tbeir song were these; ^' Osanaa in excelsh ; " and 
there was no more that I heard. Then my heart 
that was so full of love said unto me: "It is true 
that our lady lieth dead r " and it seemed to me that 
I went to look upon the body wherein that blessed 
and most noble spirit had had its abiding- place. 
And so strong was this idle imagining, that it made 
me to behold my lady in death ; whose head certain 
Ijdies seemed to be covering with 3 white veil ; and 
who was so humble of her aspect that it was as 
though she had said, " 1 have attained to look on 
the beginning of peace." And therewithal 1 came 
unto such humility by the sight of her, that 1 cried 
out upon Death, saying : " Now come unto me, and 
be not bitter against me any longer : surely, there 
where thou hast been, thou hast learned gentleness. 
Wherefore come now unto me who do greatly desire 
thee ; aeest thou not that I wear thy colour already ! " 
And when I had seen all thoKe offices performed that 
are fitting to be done unto the dead, it seemed to me 
that I went back unto mine own chamber, and looked 
Up towards heaven. And so strong was my phantasy, 
that 1 wept again in rery truth, and said with my 
true voi^e ; "O cKCellcnt soul! how blessed is he 
that now looketh upon thee ! " 

And as I said these words, with a painful anguish 
of sobbing and another prayer unto Death, a young 
and gentle lady, who had been standing beside me 
e I lay, conceiving that I wept and cried out 



because of the pain of mine infirmity, was taken 
trembling and began to shed tears. Whereby 
ladies, who were about the room, becoming aware 
niy discomfort by reason of the moan that 
(who indeed was of my very near kindred), led 
away from where I was, and then set themselycf 
awaken me, thinking that I dreamed, and aayia 
" Sleep no longer, and be not disquieted." 

Then, by their words, this strong imagination 1 
brought suddenly to an end, at the moment thai 
was about to say, " O Beatrice ! peace be with thee.' 
And already I had said, " O Beatrice ! " when, bdn 
aroused, I opened mine eyes, and knew that 
been a deception. But albeit I had indeed utter 
her name, yet my voice was so broken with aoS 
that it was not understood by these ladies ; so tU 
in spite of the sore shame that I felt, I turned 
wards them by Love's counselling. And when 
beheld me, they began to aay, " He seemeth as 
dead," and to whisper among themselves, 
strive if we may not comfort him." Whereuj 
they spake to me many soothing words, and qi 
tinned me moreover touching the cause of 
Then 1, being somewhat reassured, and having 
I mere phantasy, said unt 
B that made me afeard 
told them of all that I had seen, from the begini 
even unto the end, but without once speaking 
name of my lady. Also, after I had recovered ft 
my sickness, I bethought me to write these thtngt 
rhyme ; deeming it a lovely thing to be km 
Whereof I wrote this poem : — 

A VIRY pitiful lady, very young. 

Exceeding rich in human sympathies, 
Stood by, what time I clamour'd upon Death'|| 



ceived that 

thing i 
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Jid at the wild words wandering on my tongue 
And at the piteous look within mine eyes 

She was affrighted, that sobs choked her breath. 
So by her weeping where I lay beneath. 
Some other gentle bdies came to know 
My state, aod made her go : 

Afterward, bendiDg themaelvea over me. 
One said, "Awaken ihee! " 

And one, " What thing thy sleep disquieteth ? " 
With that, my soul woke up from its eclipse, 
The while ray lady's name rose to my lips : 

It utter'd in a voice so sob-broken. 
So feeble with the agony of tears, 

That I alone might hear it in my heart ; 

And though that look was on my visage then 

Which he who is ashamed so plainly weais. 

Love made that I through shame held not apart. 
But gazed upon them. And my hue was such 
That they look'd at each other and thought of death j 
Saying under their breath 

Most tenderly, " Oh, let ua comfort him : " 
Then unto me : " What dream 

Was thine, that it hath stiaken thee so much ? " 
And when I was a little comforted. 
This, ladies, was the dream I dreamt," I said. 

I was a-thinking how life fails with us 
Suddenly after such a little while ; 

When Love sobb'd in my heart, which is his 

Whereby my spirit wax'd so dolorous 
That in myself I said, with sick recoil ; 

' Yea, to my lady too this Death must come.' 
And therewithal such a bewildermeot 
isseas'd me, that I shut mine eyes for peace ; 



And in my brain did cease 

Order of thought, and every healthfiil thing. 

Afterwards, wandering 

Amid a swarm of doubte that came and went, 
Some certain women's faces hurried by. 
And shrick'd to me, ' Thou too shall die, shalt tUt!' 

" Then saw I many broken hinted Bights 
In the uncertain state I stepp'd into. 

Mesecm'd to be I know not in what plae 

Where ladies through the street, like mournful ligbli, 

Ran with loose hair, and eyes that frightcn'd you 

By their own terror, and a pale amaze: 

The while, little by little, as I thought. 

The sun ceased, and the stars began to gather. 

And each wept at the other ; 

And birds dropp'd in mid-flight out of the sky ; 
And earth shook suddenly ; 

And I was 'ware of one, hoarae and tired out, 
Who ask'd of me : ' Hast thou not heard it said i . 
Thy lady, she that was so fair, is dead.' 

" Then lifting up mine eyes, as tlie tears came, 
I saw the Angels, like a rain of m:mna. 
In a long flight flying back He.ivenward ; 
Having a little cloud in front of them, 

After the which they went and said, 'Hosann 
And if tliey had said more, you should h»i 

Then Love spoke tlius: 'Now all shall be row 
clear ; 
Conie and behold our lady where she lies.' 
These idle phantasies 

Then carried me to see my l^dy dead : 
And standing at her head 

Her ladies put a white veil over herj 
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«ich her was such very humblenesa 
she appeared to say, ' I am at peace.' 

^And I became so humble in my grief, 
Seeing in her such deep humility, 

That I (aid : ' Death, I hold thee paaaing good 
lencefonh, and a most gentle sweet relief, 
Since my dear love has chosen to dwell with thee : 
Pity, not hate, is thine, well underBtood, 
Lo ! I do so desire to see thy face 
"hat I am like as one who nears the tomb; 
fy goul entreats thee, Come.' 
iXhen I departed, having made my moan ; 
And when I was alone 

laid, and cast my eyes to the High Place : 
Blessed is he, fair soul, who meets thy glance ! ' 
1 . Just then you woke me, of your coraplaisailnce." 

Th'u poem has t'tvo partt. la the first, speaking io a 
nan unJiJinid, I ItU ha-w I wcu anuiedfrom a vain 
platitaiy by ccrlaiii ladici, and hoiv I promised them to 
tell vihal it was. In tie second, J say ho-ai J told them. 
The second part begins here, "I itias a-thiniing." The 
first part divides into tioo. In the first, I tell thai 
•which certain ladies, and vihich one singly, did and said 
because of my phantasy, liejore I had returned into my 
right senses. In the second, I tell -aihat these ladies said 
after I had left off this -luandering : and it begins 
' But uttered in a voice." Then, ■zvhea I say, 
■thinking," I say how I told them this my 
_ ; and concerning this I have ttuo parts. 

the first, I tell, in order, this imagination. In the 
' saying at ■what time they called me, I eo-uertly 
them : and this part begins here, "Just then you 

I After this empty imagining, it happened on .i day. 



m 
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as I sat dioughtfu], that 1 was taken with such 
■troog trembliag at the heart, that it could oi 
been otherwise in the presence of my Jady. 1 
upon I perceived ihai there was an appearance of Lot 
besiile me, and I Geemed to see him coming from 
lady ; and he said, not aloud but within my heaiti 
" Now take heed that thou bleas the day when I entem 
into thee ; for it ie fitting that thou ehouldet do b " 
And with that my heait was bo full of gladoesG, that 
I could hardly believe it to be of very truth mil 
heart and not another. 

A short while after these words which my heart 
spoke to me with the tongue of Love, I eaw comii 
towards me a certain lady who was very famous !i 
her beauty, and of whom that friend whom I halt 
already called the first among my friends had lon^ 
been enamoured. This lady's right name was Joanf 
but because of her comeliness (ur at least it was w 
imagined ) she was called of many Trimavera ( Spring), 
and went by that name among them. Then lookiog 
again, I perceived that the most noble Beatrii 
lowed after her. And when both these ladies had' 
passed by ine, it seemed to me that Love spake agnt 
in my heart, saying : " She that came first was called 
Spring, only because of that which was to happeo » 
this day. And it was I myself who caused that nanx 
to be given her ; seeing that as the Spring comcth h 
in the year, so should she come first on this day,*' 
when Beatrice was to show herself after the vision or 
her servant. And even if thou go about to coaddQ 
her right name, it is also as one should say, 
shall come first;' inasmuch as her name, Joan,! 
taken irom that John who went before the True Ligbl 
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■ing ; * Ss" '"'"' cl""""'!" i" dcstrto : Parole viam 
liwuni.' ^ And also it seemed to me that he added 
her words, to wit ; " He who should inquire deli- 
lei y touching this matter, could not but call Beatrice 
^mine own name, which is to say, Love ; beholding 
br 80 like unto me." 

IThen I, having thought of this, imagined to write 
ptvith rhymes and send it unto my chief friend ; but 
^Dg aside certain words ~ which seemed proper to 
f'Mt aside, because I believed that his heart etill 
feirded the beauty of her that was called Spring. 
pd I wrote this sonnet : — 

spirit of love begin to stir 

a my heart, long time unfelt till then ; 

aw Love coming towards me, fair and fain 

e knew him for his joyful cheer), 
' ce now indeed my worshipper ! " 
Q his speech he laugh 'd and la ugh' d again, 
while it was his pleasure to remain, 
H chanced to look the way he had drawn near, 
jfAnd saw the Ladies Joan and Beatrice 

i' Approach me, this the other foliowing, 
One and a second marvel instantly. 
And even as now my memory speaketh this, 
, Love spake it then : " The first is christen'd 
I ' Spring ; 

The second Love, she is so like to me." 

n the voice of one crying In the wiiderotss; ' Pre- 
he waj uf the Lord.' " 
tt ii (ai I understand it), suppreEsing, from delicacy 
[firdi hli friend, the words in which Love describe* Joan 
nel]r th« forerunner of Bealrice, And perhapt in the 
t pare of tkil sentence a reproach ii gently conveyed to 
"fidtle Guido Cavalcanti, who may already have trans. 
ed his homage (though Dante had not then learned it) 
b Joan to Mandetla. (See hia Poems.) 
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This sonnet has manv parli : ■aihcreof the JirsI i 
how 1 Jell aivakentd' luilb'm my heart the accuilm 
Iremor, and hoiv il leeaed thai Lime appeared to n 
joyful from afar. The tecand says hotu it appeared I 
me that Lo'oe spate ivithin my heart, and •mbat •aiai M 
aspect. The third tells hoiv, after he had in such luii 
been with me a space, I sa-w and heard certain things 
The second part hegini here, '^Saying, ^Be noia ;'" the 
third here, " Then, •while it was his plei " "" 

third part divides into titio. In the first, 1 s 
1 saw. In the second, I say what I heard 
begins here, " Love spake it then." 



1 




It might be here objected unto me (a 
one worthy of coDtroversy), that I have spoke 
Love as though it were a thing outward and TiBibler 
not only s. spiritual essence, but as a bodily substance 
also. The which thing, in absolute truth, is a fallacy; 
Love not being ol itself a substance, but an accidcm 
of substance. Yet that I speak of Love as though it 
were a thing tangible and even human, appears by 
three things which I say thereof. And firstly, I siy 
that 1 perceived Love coming towards me ; wherebji 
seeing that to come bespeaks locomotion, and seeing 
also how philosophy teacheth us that none but a cor- 
pored (ubstance hath lucomotion, it seemeth that I 
speak of Love as of a corporeal substance. Ado 
secondly, I say that Love smiled i and thirdly, that 
Love spake ; faculties {and especially the risibk 
faculty) which appear proper unto man : whereby il 
further sccmeth that I speak of Love as of a man- 
Now that this matter may be explained (a 
it must first be remembered that anciently thg ■ 
wrote poems of Love wrote not in the vulgar long 
but rather certain poets in the Latin tongue, 
mean, among us, although perchance ll 



THE NBW UPE iBi 

: been among others, and although likewise, as 
ng the Greeks, they were not writers of spoken 
■nguage, but men of letters treated of these things.' 
Vud indeed it is not a great number of years since poetry 
legan to be made in the vulgar tongue ; the writing of 
1 inapoken language corresponding tothe writing 
re of Latin verse, by a certain analogy. And 
I say that it is but a litde while, because if wc examine 
he language of wa and the language of li ^ we shall 
Snd in those tongues any written thing of an earlier 
; tlian the last hundred and fifty years. Also the 
ion why certain of a very mean sort oblaioed ;it the 
. some fame as poets Ie, that before them no man 
written verses in the language of ^i : and of these, 
first was moved to the writing of such verses by 
be wish to make himself understood of a certain lady, 
whom L.atin poetry was difficult. This thing is 
ist such as rhyme concerning other matters than 
; that mode of speech having been first used for 
e expression of love alone,'' Wherefore, seeing that 
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n of litenuy oompoiicion, and which Daute calls limply 
i^rammar." A great deal might bt laid un the bearings 
Ethe present passage, but it ia no pan of my plan to enter 
n'luch questions. 
B i.r, the language of Province and Tuicsny. 

iherto (1 beliete) overlooked, why Dante put such of his 
ileal poeoiB as relate to philosophy into the farm of love- 
lemi. He liked writing Iti Italian rhyme rather than 
itin metre ) he thought Italian rhyme ought to be confined 
^ve-poemt ; therefore whatever he wrote (at this age) had 
^^ake (he form of a love-poem. Thus any poem by Dante 
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poets have a licence allowed them that ia not allowed 
unto the writers o( prose, and seeing also that they 
who write in rhyme are timply poets id the Tulga 
tongue, it becomes litting and reasonable that a larger 
licence should be given to these than to other n 
writers; and that any metaphor or rhetorical similitude 
which is permitted unto poets, should also be 
not unseemly in the rhymers of the vulgar longub 
Thus, if we perceive that the former have caused iq< 
animate things to speak as though they had ecdic as^ 
reason, and to discourse one with another ; 
not only actual things, but such also as have no real ex- 
istence (seeing that they have made things which iCf 
not, to speak ; and oftentimes written of those «~ * ' 
are merely accidents as though they were substanc** 
and things human), it should therefore be permitted ti> 
the latter to do the like ; which is to say, not ' 
siderately, but with such sufficient motive as ma; 
wards be set forth tn prose. 

That the Latin poets have done thus, appean 
through Virgil, where he saith that Juno (to wit, » 
goddess hostile to the Trojans] spake unto ^olu^ 
master of the Winds ; as it is written in the first booi 
of the jEneid, jEbU, namque llbi, i^c. ; and that duf 
master of the Winds made reply : Tuuj, o reg'ma, jb* 
optet — Explorarc lahor, mlhi jiitta capeitere fat at. 
And through the same poet, the inanimate thing' 
speaketb unto the animate, in the third book of the 
^neid, where it is written: Dardajadac duri, tifri 
With Lucan, the animate thing speaketh to 
mate; as thus; Multum, Roma, lumen dihet dTiHitU 
armit. In Horace, man is made to speak to hi« OWt 
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istelligence as unto another person (and not only hath 
florace done this but herein he followeth the extellent 
Homer), as thus in his Poetics : Dicmihi, Musa, vlrum, 
S^c. Through Ovid, Love speaketh as a human 
gcreaCure, in the beginning of his discourse Dt Remediii 
<^rnor'u: aa thus; BiUa mihi wJeo, itlla parantur, ait. 
£y which ensamples this ciiiag shall be made msDifest 
^imto auch as may be offended at any part of this my 
took. And lest some of the common Bort should be 
moved to jeering hereat, I will here add, thac neither 
(did these ancient poets speiik thus without consideia- 
tdoo, cor should they who are makera of rhyme in our 
day write after the same fashion, having no reaion in 
Irhat they write ; for it were a shameful thing if one 
Aould rhyme under the semblance of metaphor or 
[betorical similitude, and afterwards, being questioned 
hereof, ehoold be unable to rid his words of such sem* 
llance, unto their right understanding. Of whom (to 
irit, of such an rhyme thus foolishly), myself and the 
first among my friends do know many. 

But returning to the matter of my discourse. This 
excellent lady, of whom I spake in what hath gone 
before, came at last into such favour with ail men, that 
irhen she passed anywhere folk ran to behold her ; 
irhich thing was a deep joy to me : and when she 
trew near unto any, so much truth and simpleness 
Bitered into his heart, that he dared neither to lift his 
jyes nor to return her salutation : and unto this, many 
trho have felt it can bear witness. She went along 
Browned and clothed with humility, showing no whit 
t(f pride in all that she heard and saw : and when she 
bad gone by, it was said of many, " This is not a 
man, but one of the beautiful anpels of Heaven," 
1 there were some that said : " This is surely a 
lirade ; blessed be the Lord, who bath power to 
IfOrk thus marvellously." I say, of very sooth, that 
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poels have a licence allowed them that is not allowi 
unto the writers uf prose, and seeing -Asa that the 
who write in rhyme are simply poeta id the vnlgD 
tongue, it becomes fitting and reasonable that 3 largo 
licence should be given to these than to other modcn 
writers ; and that any metaphor or rhetorical aimilitudl 
which is permitted, unto poets, should all 
not unseemly in the rhymers of the vulgar tongue 
Thus, if we pei'cejve that the former have caused i 
animate things to speak as though they bad sense a 
reason, and to discourse one with another; yea, a 
not only actual things, but such also as have no real e 
istence (seeing that they have made things which i 
not, to speak; and oftentimes written of those wbi 
are merely accidents as though they were subitant 
and things human), it should therefore be permitted 
the latter to do the like ; which is to say, not inco 
siderately, but with such sufEcient motive as mayaftc 
wards be set forth in prose. 

That the Latin poets have done thus, appes 
through Virgil, where he saith that Juno (to wit, 
goddess hostile to the Trojans) spake unto .£oIb^ 
master of the Winds ; as it is written in the iirst bi " 
of the j£neid, -^o/e, namquc tibi, tffi:. ; and that 1 
master of the Winds made reply : Tuui, o regina, g 
obtij' — Explorare labor, mihi juisa capetteri Jai 
And through the same poet, the inanimate th 
speaketh unto the aniniate, in the third book of 
^neid, where it is written : Dardanidae dart, WJ 
With Lucan, the animate thing speaketh to the tnaii 
mate ; as thus : Mulium, Roma, lamm debet civiSi 
armis. In Horace, man is made to speak to hii o% 

not concerning love is later than hb twenly-BCieath jt 
{1191-91), when he wrote the prose of ihe rHa Nnva! t 
poetry having been written eiriicr, ot the time of the ciM 



igeace as unto another persoo (and not only hath 
Horace done this but herein he followeth the excellent 
-Homer), as thus in his Poetics: Dk mih'i, Maia, -virum, 
-i^c. Through Ovid, Love speaketh as a human 
creature, in the beginning of his discourse Dc Remedin 
•^murii: as thus : Bella mihi video, hiUa parantiir, ait. 
By which eosamples this thing shall be made manifest 
Vnto such as may be oifended at any part of this my 
book. And lest some of the common sort should be 
moved to jeering hereat, I will here add, that neither 
did these ancient poets speak thus without considera- 
taOD, nor should they who are makers of rhyme in our 
day write after the same fashion, having no reaioo in 
Trhat they write ; for it were a shameful thing if one 
fthoald rhyme under the semblance of metaphor or 
l^hetorical similitude, and afterwards, being questioned 
I thereof, should be unable to rid his words of such sem- 
Iblapce, unto their right understanding. Of whom (to 
'wit, of such as rhyme thus foolishly), myself and the 
first among my friends do know many. 

But returning to the matter of my discourse. This 
^excellent lady, of whom I spake in what hath gone 
tbefore, came at last into such favour with all men, that 
^hen she passed, anywhere folk ran to behold her ; 
which thing was a deep joy to me : and when she 
^djew near unto any, so much truth and simplenees 
catered into his hearc, that he dared neither to lift his 
,eyes nor to return her salutation : and unto this, many 
*Vho have felt it can bear witness. She went along 
-crowned and clothed with humility, showing no whit 
of pride in all that she heard and saw : and when she 
bad gone by, it was said of many, " This is not a 
'woman, but one of the beautiful angels of Heaven," 
iand there were some that said ; " This is surely a 

E' acle; blessed be the Lord, who hath power to 
■k thus marvellously," I say, of very sooth, that 
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she showed liersclf so gentle and so full of all pet&i> 
ttoo, that she bred in ihoae who looked upon her 
soothing quiet beyond any speech ; neither could a^' 
look upon her without eighing immediately. ThoE 
things, and things yet more wonderful, were brought 
to pass through her miraculous virtue. Wherefore ' 
considering thereof and wishing to resume the endletl 
tale of her praises, resolved to write somewhat wherdn 
1 might dwell on her surpassing influence ; Co the tat 
that not only they who had beheld her, but othefl; 
also, might know as much concerning faer as wordl 
could give to the understanding. And it 
that I wrote this sonnet : — 

My lady looks so gentle and so pure 

When yielding salutation by the way. 

That the longtie trembles and has nought 
And the eyes, which fain would see, may not endure. 
And still, amid the praise she hears secure, 

She walks with humbleness for her arrjy ; 

Seeming a creature sent from Heaven to stay 
On earth, and show a miracle made sure. 
She is BO pleasant in the eyes of men 
That through the sight the inmost heart doth gain 

A sweetness which needs proof to know it by : 
And from between her lips there seems to move 
A soothing spirit that is full of Iotc, 

Saying for ever lo the soul, " O sigh ! " 

This sonnet is so easy to understandi from wb* 
is afore narrated, that it needs no division : andtherM 
fore, leaving it, I say also that this excellent lad] 
came Into such favour with all men, that not < 
she herself was honoured and commended; 
through her companionship, honour and 
tion came unto others. Wherefore I, percwwo] 
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ii and wishing thai it ehould ^leo be made manirest 
'those that beheld it not, wrote the aonoet here 
lowing ; wherein ia fiignified the power which her 
lue had upon other ladies ; — 

ML certain he hath seen all perfectnesE 
<]Who among other ladies hath seen mine : 
They that go with her humbly should combine 
I thank theii' God for such peculiar grace. 
perfect is the heauty of her face 
That it begets in no wise any sign 
Of envy, but draws round her a clear line 

Flove, and blessed faith, and gentleness. 

ierely the sight of her makes all things bow: 

'Not she hcreelf alone is hoiier 

l Than all ; but hers, through her, are raised 

rom all her acte such lovely gruces flow 

That truly one may never think of her 

Without a passion of exceeding love. 

Th'u lonnet has ihres part:. In the first, 1 say in 
Aal con^ny this lady appeared most luondrous. In 

■ teeond, I say how gracims tnas her society. In the 
rd, I till of the things which she, with po-uier, 
rhd upon others. The second begins here, " They 
t go -with her;" the third here, "So perfect." 
U last part divides into three. In the first, I tell 
Hf she operated upon luomen, that is, by their (nun 

/lies. In the second, I tell what she optraied in 
I through others. In the third, I say hovi she not 
operated in women, but in all people ,- and not only 
Ic herself present, but, by memory of her, operated 
tdrously. The second begins here, " Merely the 
)/ I " the third here, " From all her acts." 
riiereafter on a day, 1 began to consider that 
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the showed herself go gentle and so hl\ of all _ 
lioD, that she bred ia those who looked upon her 
aoothing quiet beyond any speech ; neitier could ai^ 
loolt upon her without sighing immediately. "" 
things, and thinge yet more wonderful, were brought 
to pass through her miraculous yirtue. Whi 
considering thereof and wishing to resume the endleM 
tale of her praises, resolved to write somewhat wherria 
I might dwell on her surpassing Influence ; to the csi 
that not only they who had beheld her, but othen 
also, might know as much concerning her 
couid give to the understanding. And it 
that I wrote this soonet: — 

Mr lady looks so gentle and so pure 

When yielding salutation by the way. 

That the tongue trembles and has nought 
And the eyes, which fain would see, may not endurei 
And still, amid the praise she hears secure. 

She walks with humbleness for her array ; 

Seeming a creature sent from Heaven to stay 
On earth, and show a miracle made sure. 
She is so pleasant in the eyes of men 
That through the sight the inmost heart doth gain 

A sweetness which needs proof to know it by ; 
And from between her lips there seems to move 
A soothing spirit that is full of love, 

Saying for ever to the soul, " O sigh ! " 

This sonnet in so easy to understand, from « 
is afore narrated, that it needs no division : and theri 
fore, leaving it, I say also that this excellent li 
came into such favour with all men, tliat not o 
ihe herself was honoured and commended ; 
through her companionship, honour and 
tion came unto others. Wherefore I, perceivii 
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I and wishing that it should also be made manifest 
those that beheld it not, wrote the BOonet here 

Ulowiog ; wherein k signilied the power which her 

vrtue had upon other ladies : — 

'or certaio he hath seen all perfectness 
Who among other ladies hath seen mine : 
They that go with her humbly should combine 
'0 thank theii' God for such peculiar grace. 
b perfect is the beauty of her face 
That it begets in no wise any sign 
Of en^, but dtaws round her a clear line 
^love, and blessed faith, and geutleDess. 
Uerely the sight of her makes all things bow ; 
[ Not she herself alone is holier 
P Than all ; but hers, through her, are raised 

From all her acts such lovely grices flow 

That truly one may never think of her 

Without a passion of exceeding love. 

■ T'hu lonnct has three parli. 

^Itial company ibis laJy appear, 

\lhe aecimd, I lay hew gracious was her soiicty. la the 
third, I tell of the things -which she, ^ith poiver, 
•morted upon others. The second begins here, " They 
that go luilh her ;" the third here, "So perfect," 
This last part divides into three. In the first, I tell 
vtihal she operated upon laomen, thai is, by their ovrn 

faculties. In the second, / tell mihal she operated in 
them through others. In the third, I say hota she not 
only operated in vfomen, but in all people ; and not only 
ivhile herself present, but, by memory of lur, operated 
•uiondrously. The second begins here, " Merely the 
tight i " the third here, " From all her acts." 

Thereafter on a day, I began to consider that 
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which I had said of my Udy : to wit, io il 

sonnets n foregone : and becoming aware that I li 
not spoken of her immediate effect on me a 
especial time, it seemed to me ihat I had i 
defectively. Whereupon I resolved to write 
what of the manner wherein I was then subject 1 
her influence, and of what her influence tl 
And conceiving that I should not be able to i 
things in the small compass of a sonnet, 
therefore a poem with this beginning : — 

Love hath so long possess'd me for his own 

And made his lordship so familiar 
That he, who at first irk'd me, is now grown 

Unto my heart as its best secrets are. 

And thus, when he in such sore wise doth mar 
My life that all its strength seems gone from it. 
Mine inmost being then feels throughly quit 

Of anguish, and all evi! keeps afar. 
Love also gathers to such power in me 

That my aighs apeak, each one a grievous thio| 

Always soliciting 
My lady's salutation piteously. 
Whenever she beholds me, it is so. 
Who is more sweet than any words can "show. 



r p/cna papula .' facfa « 



I was still occupied with this poem (having con 
posed thereof only the above-written stanza), i ' 
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e Lord God of jusike called ray most gracious lady 
I Himself, that she might be glorious under the 
of that blessed Queen Mary, whose name had 
Hways a deep reverence in the words of holy Beatrice. 
llnd because haply it might be fouud good that I 
■lOuld say somewhat concerning her departure, I will 
'n declare what are the reasons which make that I 



all I 



.1 do i< 



t And the reasons are three. The first is, that such 

T belongeth not of right to the present argument, 

e consider the opening of this little book. The 

d is, that even though the present argument re- 

ttired it, my pen doth not suffice to write in a fit 

T of this thing. And the third is, that were it 

1 possible and of absolute necessity, it would still 

e unseemly for me to speak thereof, seeing that thereby 

t behove me to speak also mine own praises : a 

ing that in whosoever doeth it is worthy of blame, 

por the which reasons, I will leave this matter to be 

eated of by some other than myself. 

r Ne¥ectheie»6, a» the number nine, which number 

llBth often had mention in what hath gone before (and 

hot, as it might appear, without reason), seems also to 

? borne a pan in the manner of her death: it is 

erefore right that I should say somewhat thereof 

|Asd for this cause, baring first said what was the part it 

c herein, I will afterwards point out a reason which 

' : that this number was so closely allied unto my 

I eay, then, that according to the division of time 
b Italy, her most noble spirit departed from among us 
J of the ninth day of the month ; and 
^cording to the division of time in Syria, in the ninth 
ionth of the year ; seeing that Tismim, which with 
pis October, is there the first month. Also she was 
a from among us in that year of our reckoning (to 



which I had said of my lady : to wit, in these twi 
sonnets a foregone : and becoming aware that Ik 
not spoken of her immediate effect on me at t\ 
especial time, it seemed to me that I had spok 
defectively. Whereupon I resolved to write som 
what of the manner wherein I was then subject 
her influence, and of what her influence then w 
And conceiving that 1 should not be able to say thi 
things in the small compass of a sonnet, I begn 
therefore a poem with this beginning : — 

Love hath so long possess'd me for his own 

And made his lordship so familiar 
That he, who at first irk'd me, is now grown 

Unto my heart as its beat secrets are. 

And thus, when he in such sore wise doth ma 
My life that all its strength seems gone from it, 
Mine inmost being then feels throughly quit 

Of anguish, and all evil keeps afar. 
Love also gathers to such power in me 

That my sighs speak, each one n grievous thit 

Always soliciting 
My lady's salutation piteoualy. 
Whenever she beholds me, it is so, 
Who is more sweet than any words can show. 



QuomedB scdct tola ciiiilaj plena popalo ! fac 
quail vidua domina gentium.^ 

I was still occupied with this poem (having 
posed thereof only the above-written stanza), whc 
' " How dath the ciiy sit solitary, that was full of 
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^ence as unto another person (and not ooly hath 
:e done this but herein he foHowetli the excellent 
!t), as thus in his Poetics : Die mihi, Musa, -drum, 
p*<. Through Ovid, Love speaketh as a human 
'caiure, in the beginning of his discourse Di RcTnedi'ii 
^morit; as thus: Aila mihi i)idco, bclla paranlur, ait. 
B; which ensamples this thing shall be made manifest 
luch as may be offended at any part of this my 
And lest some of the common sort should be 
SDved to jeering hereat, I will here add, that neither 
id these ancient poets speak thus without conaidera- 
DD, nor should they who are makers of rhyme in our 
»y write after the same fashion, having no reason in 
bat they write; for it were a shameful thing if one 
mnld rhyme under the semblance of metaphor or 
letorical similitude, and afterwards, being questioned 
lereof, should be unable to rid his words of such sem- 
aace, unto their right understanding. Of whom (to 
it, of such as rhyme thus foolishly), myself and the 
rst among my friends do know many. 
Bol returning to the matter of my discourse. This 
EcellcDt lady, of whom I spake in what hath gone 
ifore, came at last into such favour with all men, that 
ihen the passed anywhere folk ran to behold her ; 
rhich thing was a deep joy to me ; and when she 

itered into hie heart, that he dared neither to lift his 
'cs nor to return her salutation : and unto this, many 
rho have felt it can bear witness. She went along 
rowned and clothed with humility, showing no whic 
{ pride in all that she heLird and saw : and when she 
sa gone by, it was said of many, " This is not a 
POman, but one of the beautiful anjieU of Heaven," 
there were some that said: "This is surely a 
irade; hleased be the Lord, who VvalVi ^"Jifct \.q 
•i chag marrelloasiy." I say, of ^ei^ aooT.'tv, 'Cn'J.^ 
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wit, of the years of our Lord) in which the p 
Dumber was nine [Imes multiplied within that ci 
whereto she was born into the world: which ai 
say, the thirteenth century ui Cbriatians.' 

And touching the reason why this number v 
closely allied unto her, it may peradventure be tl 
According to Ptolemy (and also to the Chcistiau 
verity), the revolving heavens are nine ; and according 
to the coramoD opinion among astrologers, these didc 
heavens together have in/lueiice over the eartli. 
Wherefore it would appear that this nui 
thus allied unto her for the purpose of signifying that, J 
at her birth, all these nine heavens were at perfecl 
with each other as to their influence. This i 
reason that may be brought : but more narrowly c 
sidering, and according to the infallible truth, 
number was her own sell : that is to say, by sintilitudf 
As thus. The number three is the root of the numbtrl 
nine ; seeing that without the interposition of anyothff fl 
number, being multiplied merely by itselt, it producetb ] 
nine, as we manifestly perceive that three times three 
are nine. Thus, three being of itself the efficient ot 
nine, and the Great Efficient of Miracles being ot 
Himself Three Persona (to wit : the Father, the SfflO^J 
and the Holy Spirit), which, being Three, are a 
One : — this lady was accompanied by the number n 
Co the end that men might clearly perceive her t« bi 
nine, that is, a miracle, whose only root is the I 
Trinity. It may be that a more subtile person wot 



I Beatrice PortiniiTi will thu^ bc- 
the fine hour of the ninth of June 
Dance says al the commencement of ibis v 

she was younger than himself by eight or ni . 

may alia be gathered that her age, at the lime of he 
wa> (wenty-fuur yeart and ihri 



issiageii the a 



have died dui}l 
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Hnd for this thing a reason of greater subtilty : but 
KkIi is the reason thnt I lind, and that liketh me 

After ihia most gr.icions creature had gone out from 
UnoDg us, the whole city came to be as it were 
Btidowed and despoiled of all digoity. Then I, left 
Bourning in this desolate city, wrote unto the principal 
bneong thereof, in an epistle, concerning its condition ; 
aking for ray commencement those words of Jere- 
Biaa : Qiiomodo leilet in!a civilai .' (s'c. And I make 
oeoiion of this, that none may marvel wherefore I set 
bwn these words before, in beginning to treat of her 
leatb. Also if any should blame me, in that I do 
tjiot transcribe that epistle whereof I have spoken, I 
will make it mine excuse that I began this little book 
with the intent that it should be written altogether in 
the vulgar tongue ; wherefore, seeing that the epistle 
,1 speak of is in Latin, it belongeth not to mine under- 
taking: more especially as 1 know that my chief 
friend, for whom 1 write this book, wished also that 
the whole of it should be in the vulgar tongue. 

When mine eyes had wept for some while, until 
they were so weary with weeping that 1 could no 
longer through them give ease to my sorrow, I 
bethought me that a few mournful words might stand 
Be instead of tears. And therefore I proposed to 
nake a poem, that weeping 1 might spe^k therein of 
ler for whom so much sorrow had destroyed my 
Ipirit; and I then began "The eyes that weep." 

Tint thii poem may seem la remain ihe more iviilovieJ 
ft ill eleie, I •will rlivide it befure -uiriling it ; and thit 
mthod I tuilt observe henceforward. I say that this 

rr little poem has three parts. The jirst is a prelude, 
the second, I speak of her. In the third, 1 speak 
ilifully to ihe poem. The second begins here, " Beatrice 
t gone up ; " the third here, " Weep, pitiful Song of 
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which I had said of my lady : to wit, in these two 
sonnets a foregone: and becoming aware that I had 
not spoken of her immediate effect on me at thtt (b 
especial time, it seemed to me that I had spoken 
defectively. Whereupon I resolved to write some- 
what of the manner wherein I was then subject to 
her influence, and of what her influence then wis* 
And conceiving that I should not be able to say these ' 
things in the small compass of a sonnet, I began 
therefore a poem with this beginning : — 

Love hath so long possessed me for his own 

And made his lordship so familiar 
That he, who at first irk'd me, is now grown 

Unto my heart as its best secrets are. 

And thus, when he in such sore wise doth mar 
My life that all its strength seems gone from it, 
Mine inmost being then feels throughly quit 

Of anguish, and all evil keeps afar. 
Love also gathers to such power in me 

That my sighs speak, each one a grievous thing, 

Always soliciting 
My lady's salutation piteously. 
Whenever she beholds me, it is so. 

Who is more sweet than any words can 'show. 

« « « « • 

« « « « • 

Quomodo sedet sola civitar plena pofmloi facta at 
quasi vidua domina gentium.^ 

I was still occupied with this poem (haying com- 
posed thereof only the above- written stanza), when 

^ << How doth the city sit solitary, that was full of people I 
how is she become as a widow, she that was great among the 
nations I " — Lamentations of Jeremiah, c. I. V. 1. 
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) the reason that 

After this most gr:iciaus creature had gone out from 
us, the whole city came to be ae it were 
lowed and despoiled of alt dignity. Then I, left 
mrning in this desolate city, wrote unto the principal 
iBons thereof, in an epistle, concerning its condition ; 
iDg for niy comraencement those words of Jere- 
B : Quomodo sedel sola civitai ! i^c. And I make 
ation of this, that none may marvel wherefore I set 
Vn these worda before, in beginning to treat of her 
th. Also if any should blame me, in that I do 
transcribe that epistle whereof I have spoken, I 
U make it mine excuse that I began this little book 
■) the intent that it should be written altogether in 
vulgar tongue ; wherefore, seeing that the epistle 
Ipeak of is in Latin, it belongeth not to mine under- 
more especially as I know that my chief 
ind, for whom I write this book, wished also that 
whole of it should be in the vulgar tongue. 
When mine eyes had wept for some while, until 
;re so weary with weeping that 1 could no 
pget through them give ease to my sorrow, I 
Khought me that a few mournful words might stand 
instead of tears. And therefore I proposed to 
e a poem, that weeping I might speak therein of 
for whom so much sorrow had destroyed my 
t ; and I then began " The eyes that weep." 
Thai ihij poem may seem lo remain the more 'Bjido'wed 
itj cliie, 1 mill divide ll before •airillng ii ; and thli 
\had I lulll abter-oe henccfonvard. I say that tilt 
jr Stile poem hat three parti. The Jirst it a prelude, 
second, 1 speak of her. In the third, I speak 
to the poem. The secend be^ini here, " Bealrke 
'■gone up s" the third here, '* IVeep, piliful Song of 
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mine." The Jint di-vidtt into three. In the fint, 
toy Kuhal moves me Is ipeak. In the teeond, I laj 
•whom I mean lo ipeak. In the third, I tay of vihcm 
mean to jpeai. The second begint here, ■' jind heci 
ojtm, thinking;" the third here, "And I •wdl tn.' 
Then, •u/hen I lay, *^ Beatrice it gone up," I ipeai 4 
her ; and concerning thii I have tmo parti, rirttii 
tell the cauie ivhy the zuai taken aivay from us : aj. 
•wards, I say hfui one -weeps her parting ; and tins j 
commmce^ here, " Wonderfully.'* This part divides 
three. In the first, I say viho it is that tui;^ her 
In the second, I say laho it it that doth -weep her. 
the third, I speak of my condition. The second 
here, " But sighing comes, and grief i " lie ihii 
"With sighs." Then, luhen I say, "Weep, 
Sang of mine," I speak to this my song, telling it 
ladies to go to, and slay ■with. 

The eyes that weep for pity of the heart 

Have wept so long that their grief laoguislieth 
And they have do more tears to weep withal: 
And now, if I would ease me of a pjrt 
Of what, little by little, leads to death, 
It must he done by speech, or not at all. 
And because often, thinking, I recall 
How it was pleasant, ere she went afjr. 
To talk of her with you, kind damozels, 
I talk with no one else. 
But only with such hearts as women's are. 

And I will say, — still sobbing as speech fails, — 
That she hath gone to Heaven suddenly. 
And hath left Love below, to mourn with me. 

Beatrice is gone up into high Heaven, 

The kingdom where the angels are at peace ; 
And lives with thcni ; and to her friendi it d 
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Ot by the frost of winter was she driven 
Away, like others ; nor by summer- heats ; 
But through a perfect geotleness, iosteail. 
Foe from the lamp of her meek lowJihead 

ich an exceeding glory went up hence 

l^hat it woke wonder in the IJiiterna] Sire, 
Until a sweet desire 

Bter'd Him for that lovely excellence. 
So that He bade her to Himself aspire : 

punting this weary and most evil place 

nworthy of a thing so full of grace. 

Wonderfully out of the beautiful form 
Soar'd her clear spirit, waxing glad the while ; 

And is in its first home, there where it is. 
fbo speaks thereof, and feels not tiie tears warm 
Upon his face, must have become so vile 

As to be dead to all sweet sympathies. 

Out upon him ! an abject wretch like this 
[ay not imagine anything of her, — 
He needs no bitter tears for his relief. 
But sighing comes, and grief, 
ud the desire to find no comforter 
(Save only Death, who makes all sorrow brief), 

him who for a while turns in his thought 
[ow Bhe hath been among us, and is not. 

'ith sighs my bosom always lahourcth 
On chinking, as 1 do continually, 

Of her for whom my heart now breaks apac 
Ikd very often when 1 think of death. 
Such a great inward longing comes to me 

That it will change the colour of my face ; 
. And, if the idea settles in its place, 

II my limbs shake as with an ague-fit ; 

1 Till, starting up in wild bewilderment, 
1 do bectyne so shent 



1 
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mini." Thcjrsl dii,Uei inia ihrcc. In the fiut 
tay what moves me ts speak. In the second, I lay M 
loham I mean to speak. In the third, I say of -Oi' 
mean la speak. The second begins here, " jind btcaut 
often, thiaiing ;" the third here, " jind 1 isidl say? 
Then, luben I say, "Beatrice is gone ap," I speak q 
her ; and concerning this I ha-oe tiue parts. First, i 
tell the cause -why she itias lakin atvay from us : often 
■wards, / say hoiu one -weeps her parting ,■ and this pi 
commences here, " U^omterfully." This part divides mA 
three. In the first, I say viho it is that -weeps her i 
In the second, I say who it is that doth lueep her. 
the third, I speak of my condition. The second b^ptt, 
here, " But sighing comes, and grief ; " the tbiri 
" IVith sighs." Then, -when I say, " IVeep, pil^Jl 
Song of mine," I ipeal to this my song, telling il -aih 
ladies to go to, and stay -with. 

The eyes that weep for []ity of the heart 

Have wept so long that their grief knguiBheth 
And they have no more teats to weep withal: 
And DOW, if I would ease me of ii p.irt 
Of what, little by little, leads to death. 
It must be done by e)>eech, or not at all. 
And because often, thinking, 1 recall 
How it was pleasant, ere she went afjr. 
To talk of her with you, kind damozels, 
1 talk with DO one else. 
But only witli such hearts as women's are. 

And I will say, — ^still sobbing as speech fails, — 
That she hath gone to Heaven suddenly. 
And ifiath left Love helow, to mourn with me. 

Beatrice is gone up into high Heaven, 

The kingdom where the angels are at peace ; 
And lives with them ; and to her friends it deuia 
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t by the frost of winter was she driven 
A-way, like others j nor by summer-heats ; 

But through a perfect gendeoess, inetead. 

For from the lamp of her meek lowlihead 
ch an exceeding giory went up hence 
That it woke wonder in the Eternal Site, 
[Intil a sweet desire 
ter'd Him for that lovely excellence, 
So that He bade her to Himseif aspire : 
llnting this weary and most evil place 
[Worthy of a thing so full of grace. 
Onderfully out of the beautiful form 
Soar'd her clear spirit, waxing glad the while ; 

And is in its first home, there where it is. 
ko speaks thereof, and feels not the tears warm 
Upon his face, mtist have become so vile 

As to be dead to all sweet sympathies. 

Out upon him ! an abject wretch like this 
ly not imagine anything of her, — 
Be Deeds no bitter tears for his relief. 
But sighing comes, and giief, 
id the desire to find no comforter 
(Save only Death, who makes all sorrow brief), 
> him who for a while turns io his thought 
Dw she hath been among us, and is not. 

ith sighs ray bosom always laboureih 

On thinking, as 1 do continually, 

!■ Of her for whom my heart now breaks apace ; 

|d very often when I think of death. 

Such a great inward longing comes to me 

That it will change the colour of my face ; 
I And, if the idea settles in its place, 
I my limbs shake as with an ague-fit ; 
b^ill, starting up in wild bewilderment, 

■ do bec<)me bu shent 
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That I go forth, iesi folk misdoubt of it. 
Afterward, calling with a sore lament 
On Beatrice, I ask, "Canst thou be dead>l|i 
And calling on her, I am comforted. 

Grief with its tears, and anguish with its ai_ 
Come to me now whene'er I am alone ; 
So that I think the sight of me gives pain. 
And what my life hath been, that Hying dies, 
Since for my lady the New Birth's begun, 
I have not any language to explain. 
And so, dear ladies, though my heart were ^n^ 
I scarce could tell indeed how I am thus. 
All joy is with my bitter life at war ; 
Yea, I am fallen so far 
That all men aeem to say, " Go out from us," 

Eyeing my cold white lips, how dead they are. 
But she, though I be bow'd unto the dust, 
Watches me; and will guerdon me, I trust. 

Weep, piteous Song of mine, upon thy way. 
To the dames going, and the damozels. 
For whom, and for none else, 

Thy sisters have made music many a day. 

Thou, that art very sad and not as they. 

Go dwell thou with them as a mourner dwells. 



After I had written this poem, I received the vi 
of a friend whom I counted as second unto i 
degrees of friendship, and who, moreover, 
united by the nearest kindred to that most gracisi 
creature. And when we had a little spoken 
he began to solicit me that I would write e 
in memory of a lady who had died ; and he diagoii 
his speech, so as to seem to be speaking of aDoth 
who was hut lately dead: wherefore I, perceiril 
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iat his speech was of none other than that bleaaed 
'one herself, told him that it should be done as he 
required. Then afterwards, haWog thought thereof, 
I imagined to give vent in a sonnet to some pan of 
my hidden lamentations : but in such sort that it 
might seem to be spoken by this friend of mine, to 
1 I was to give it. And the sonnet aaith thus ; 
"Stay now with rac," &c. 

~"h tonne! hat Itvn parts. In tie Jirtt, I call ihe 
\FiathJul of Lmx to hear me. In the lecmd, I relate my 
miterahk eomHtion. The second beglm here, " Mart 
' f-ai they force." 

Stav now with me, and listen to my sighs, 
Ye piteous hearts, as pity bids ye do. 
Mark how they force their way out and press 
through : 

If they be once pent up, the whole life dies. 

Seeing that now indeed my weary eyes 
Ottener refuse than I can tell to you 
(Even though my endless grief is ever new). 

To weep, and let the smother'd anguish rise. 

Also in sighing ye shall hear me call 

On her whose blessed presence doth enrich 
The only home that well befitteth her: 

And ye shall hear a bitter scorn of all 

Sent from the inmost of my spirit in speech 
That mourns its joy and its joy's minister. 

But when I had written this sonnet, bethinking 
e who he was to whom I was to give it, that it 
might appear to be his speech, it seemed to me that 
^ia was but a poor and barren gift for one of her so 
near kindred. Wherefore, before giving him this 
;, [ wrote two stanzas of a poem : the first being 
n id very sooth as though it were ipoken by 
ftim, but the other being mine own speech, albeit, 
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UQto one who should not !ook closely, they won 
both seem to be said by the same person. Neve 
chelesE, looking closely, one must perceive that it 
not so, inasmuch ae one does not call thii mc 
gracious creature hii lady, and the other doe*, u 
manifestly apparent. And I gave the poem and tl 
sonnet unto my friend, saying that I had made the 
only for him. 

The poem beg'tni, " IVhatcver ivhile," and hat M 
parli. In the JirsI, that it, in lie first ilanxu, A 
mj dear friend, her kintman, larnenU. In the teem 
I lament; that w, in the other ttam-a, luhich h^ 
" For ever." And ihut It appears that in ihit pM 
ttDO persens lament, of luhom one lamenit at a hrothi 
the other as a servant. 

Whatever while the thought comes over me 
That I may not again 

Behold that lady whom I mourn for now, 
About my heart my mind brings constantly 
So much of extreme pain 

That I say, Soul of mine, why stayest thoD ! 
Truly the anguish, soul, that we must bow 
Beneath, until we win out of this life, 
Gives me full oft a fear that trembleth : 
So that 1 call on Death 
Even as on Sleep one calleth after strife. 
Saying, Come unto me. Life ehoweth grim 
And bare ; and if one dies, I envy him. 

For ever, among all my sijjha which bum, i 

There is a piteous speech j 

That clamours upon death continually ; i 

Yea, unto him doth my whole spirit turn 
Since first his hand did reach 

My lady's life with most foul cruelty. 

But from the height of woman's fairness, i1k 
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ItGoing up from us with the joy we had, 
Grew perfectly and spiritually fair ; 
That so she spreads even there 
A light of Love which makes the Angels glad. 
And even unto their subtle mbds can bring 
A cenain awe of profound marvelling. 

On that day which ftUfilled the year since my lady 

id been made of the citizens of eternal life, remem- 

ne of her si I sat alone, 1 betook myself to 

e resemblance of an angel upon certain tablets, 

tsd while I did thus, chancing to turn my head, 

perceived that some were standing beside me to 

horn I should have given coiirteous welcome, and 

they were observing what I did ; also I learned 

wards that they had been there a while before 

perceived them. Perceiving whom, I arose tor 

lutation, and said; "Another was with me."^ 

Afterwards, when they had left me, I set myself 

pua to mine occupation, to wit, to the drawing ligures 

igeU ; in doing which, I conceived to write of 

iTOis matter in rhyme, as for her anniversary, and to 

.Address my rhymes unto those who had just left me. 

It was then that I wrote the sonnet which saith, 

That lady : " and as this sonnet hath two eom- 

lencements, it behoveth me to divide it with both of 

tern here. 

/ tay thai, according to the JirsI, this sonnet has 
wet parts. la the first, I say that this lady vias 
<en ia my memory. In the second, I tell ilihal Love 
trtfore did -with mi. In the third, I speak of the 
^cls of Love. The second begins here, " Love kno-tv- 
y;" the third here, "Forth ivent they." This part 

1 Thus according to lome texts. The majority, however, 
1^ the wordi, "And therefore was 1 in thought ; '' bni the 
ipeech ii prrhapi the more forcible and pathetic. 
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divides into ItuB, In the one, I say that all my i 
iiiued jpeaiing. In the other, 1 say hoiv some t\ 
certain •words different from the others. The teeimd 
begins here, "And stilly In this same manner is it 
divided with the other beginning, save that, in the frit i 
part, I tell ivhen this lady had thus come into my mind, 
and litis I say not in the other. 



That lady of ail gentler 

Had lighted on my soul;^whose new abode 
Liea now, as it was well ordain'd of God, 

Among the poor Id heart, where Maty ie. 

Love, knowing that dear image to be his, 
Woke up within the sick heart sorrow-bow'd, 
Unto the sighE which are its weary load. 

Saying, "Go forth." And they went forth, I wii 

Forth went they from my breaft that throhb'd ; 
ached; 
With such a pang as oftentimes will bathe 

Mine eyes with tears when I am left alone. 
And still those sighs which drew the heaviest breJtl 

Came whispering thus ; " O noble intellect ! 
It is a year to-day that thou art gone." 



J COMI 



That lady of all gentit 

Had lighted on my soul ; — for whose sake Jlow'd 
The tears of Love ; in whom the power al 

Which led you to observe while I did this. 

Love, knowing that dear image to be his, &c, 



Then, having sat for bi 
)eeause of the time that v 



2 space sorely !i 



thoul 
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utwardly 



dolorous imagimngs that it became i 

eat in mine altered countenance. Whereupon, 

g this and being in dread lest any should have 

me, I lifted nijne eyea to look ; and then pcr- 

a young and very beautiful iady, who was 

upon me from a window with a gaze tdl of 

1 that the very sum of pity appeared gathered 

r in her. And seeing that unhappy persons, 

they beget compassion in others, are then most 

'cd unto weeping, aa though they also felt pity 

themselves, it came to pasa that mine eyes began 

•e inclined unto teats. Wherefore, becoming 

111 lest I should make manifest mine abject con- 

a, I rose up, and went where I could not he 

of thai lady ; saying afterwards within myself: 

Certainly with her also must abide most noble 

tve." And with that, I resolved upon writing a 

met, wherein, speaking unto her, I should say all 

It I have just said. And as this sonnet is very 

dent, I wiU not divide it. 



Mine eyes beheld the blessed pity spiing 
Into thy countenance immediately 
A while agone, when thou beheld'st in me 

■The sickness only hidden grief can bring ; 

And then I knew thou wast considering 
How abject and forlorn my life must be ; 
And I became afraid that thou ahouldst see 

y weeping, and account it a base thing. 

[lerefore I went out from thee ; feeling how 

The teara were straightway loosen'd at my heart 
Beneath thine eyes' compassionate control. 
And afterwards I laid within my soul : 
'* Lo -' with this lady dwells the counterpart 
If the same Love who holds me weeping now." 
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lUvidei inlo t-uic. In the one, I laj that all my i 
iisuerJ tpeaking. In the ether, I say boiu s 
certain -words di^erent from the others, 1 
begins berf, "/Ind still" In this same ma 
divided <wilh the other ieginning, saiie that, in the ^ 
part, I tell luhen this lady had thus come into my « 
anil this I say not in the other. 

That lady of al! gentle memories 

Had lighted on my soul ; — whose new abode 
Lies now, as it was well ordain'd of God, 

Among the poor in heart, where Mary is. 

Love, knowing that dear image to be his. 

Woke up within the sick heart sorrow-bow' d. 
Unto the sighs which are its weary load, 

Saying, " Go forth." And they went forth, I wis 

Forth went they from my breast that throbb'd » 
ached; 
With such a pang as oftentimes will balhe 

Mine eyes with tears when I am left aloe 
And still those sighs which drew the heaviest brefll 

Came whispering thus : " O noble intellect ! 
It is a year to-day that thou art gone," 



That lady of all gentle i 

Had lighted on my soul ;— for whose take AoVa 
The tears of Love ; in whom the power abode 

Which led you to observe while I did this. 

Love, knowing that dear image to be his. Set 

Then, having sat for some space sorely in thoun 
because of the time that was now i>a.st, I v 
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with dolorous imaginings that it became outwardly 
manifest in mine altered countenance. Whereupon, 
feeling this and being in dread leat aoy should have 
Been me, I lifted mine eyes to look ; and then per- 
ceived a young and very beautiful lady, who was 
gazing upon me from a. window with a gaze full of 
pity, 80 that the very sum of pity appeared gathered 
together in her. And seeing tliat unhappy persons, 
when they beget compassion in others, are then most 
moved unto weeping, aa though they abo felt pity 
for themselves, it came to pass that mine eyes began 
to be incIiDed nnto tears. Wherefore, becoming 
fearful lest I should make manifest mine abject con- 
dition, I rose up, and went where I could not be 
seen of that lady ; saying afterwards within myself: 
" Certainly with her also must abide most noble 
Love." And with that, 1 resolved upon writing a 
sonnet, wherein, speaking unto her, I should say all 
that I have just said. And aa this sonnet is very 
evident, I will not diTide it. 



Mine eyes beheld the blessed pity spring 
Into thy countenance immediately 
A while agone, when thou beheld'st in me 
The sickness only hidden grief can bring j 
And then I knew thou wast considering 
How abject and forlorn ray life must be ; 
And I became afraid that thou shouldst see 
My weeping, and account it a base thing. 
Therefore I went out from thee ; feeling how 
The tears were straightway loosen'd at my heart 
Beneath thine eyes' compassionate control. 
And afterwards I said within my soul : 
" Lo ! with this lady dwells the counterpart 
Of the same Love who holds me weeping nDW,''^fl 
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It happened after this, that wheneoever I was a 
of this lady, she became pale and of a piteous c 
tenance, as though it had been with love ; whc 
she remembered me many times of my own 
noble lady, who was wont to be of a like palcB 
And I know that often, when I could not weep n 
in any way give ease unto mine anguish, I went 
look upon this lady, who seemed to bring the ta 
into my eyes by the mere sight of her. Of the whidh' I 
thing I bethought me to speak unlo her in rhym^ [ 
and then made this sonnet ; which begins, " Love't 
pallor," and which is plain without being divided, bj J 
its exposition aforesaid. 

Love's pallor and the semblance of deep ruth 
Were never yet Ehown forth bo perfectly 
In any lady's face, chancing to see 

Griefs miserable coumenance uncouth. 

As in thine, lady, they have sprung to soothe, 
When in mine anguish thou hast look'd on me 
Until sometimes it seems as if, through thee. 

My heart might almost wander from its truth. 

Yet so It is, I cannot hold mine eyes 
From gazing very often upon thine 

In the Bore hope to shed those tears they keep I'M 

And at such time, thou mak'st the pent tears rise 
Even 10 the brim, till the eyes waste and pine; 
Yet cannot tbey, while thou art present, i 



At length, by the constant sight of this lady, t 
eyes began to be gladdened overmuch with her ( 
pany ; through which thing many times I had n 
unrest, and rebuked myself as a base person ; 
many times I cursed the unsteadfastncss of mine e 
and said to them inwardly : " Was not your g ' 



tedition of weeping wont one while to make others 
Sep ? And will ye now forget this thing because 
lady looketli upon you ? who so looketh merely in 
lompassion of the grief ye then showed for your own 
fcsaed lady. But whatso ye can, that do ye, accursed 
yes! msny a time will I make you remember it! 
r never, till death dry you up, should ye make an 
id of youc weeping." And when I had spoken thus 
ito mine eyes, I was taken again with extreme and 
■ie»ous sighing. And to the end that this inward 
tife which I had undergone might not be hidden 
rom all saving the miserable wretch who endured it, 
proposed to write a sonnet, and to comprehend in 
: thiB horrible condition. And I wrote this which 
Egins, " The very bitter weeping." 

The tDnnct lias tiuo parti. In ihejint., I speak to 
» ejes, as my heart spake ■within myself. In the second, 
rema-oe a difficulty, lioiving luho it is that speaks that: 
]d this part begins here, " So far." It •well might 
terne other divisions also ; But this luauld be useless, 
uc it it manifest by the preceding exposition. 

" The Tery bitter weeping that ye made 
So long a time together, eyes of mine, 
Was wont to make the rears of pity shine 

In other eyes full oft, as I have said. 

But now this thing were scarce rememberM 
If I, on my part, foully would combine 
With you, and not leCidl each ancient sign 

Of grief, and her for whom your tears were shed. 

It is your fickleness that doth betray 

My mind to fears, and makes me tremble thus 
What while a lady greets rac with her eyes. 

Except by death, we must not any way 
Forget our lady who is gone from us." 

So far dodi my heart utter, and then sii^hs. 
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The sight of this lady brought rae into a 
a coaditioD that 1 oftea thought of her aa 
dear unto me ; and I began to consider her thus 
" This lady la young, beautiful, gentle, 
perchance it was Love himeelf who set her in my {atlv 
that so my life might iind peace." And there wen 
times when I thought yet more fondly, until my beaft 
coasented unto its reasoning. But when it had soi 
sented, my thought would often turn round upon 
as moved by reason, and cause me to say within my^ 
self; " What hope is this which would console 
aiter so base a fashion, and which hath taken the pluA 
of all other imagining?" Also there was another 
voice within me, that said ; " And wilt thou, ki 
suffered so much tribulation through Love, not escape 
while yet thou mayest from so much biiterneas ? Thott 
must surely know that this thought carries with it th» 
desire of Love, and drew its life from the gentle eyM 
of that lady who vouchsafed thee so much pity." 
Wherefore I, having striven sorely and very often wil 
myself, bethought me to say somewhat thereof ift 
rhyme. And seeing that in the battle of doubts 
victory most often remained with such as inclbed 
towards the lady of whom I speak, it seemed to t. 
that I should address this sonnet unto her : in the lii 
line whereof, I call that thought which spake of her 
gentle thought, only because it spoke of one uha 
gentle; being of itself most vile.^ 

' Boccaccio tells us (hat Dante was married to Gemmr 
Donati about a year after the death of Beatrice. Can Geraoii 
then be " the lady of the window," hii love fot whomDinU' 
flo contemns 7 Such a paaiing conjeetute (when cousideret 
together with the interpretation of this paaaage in Itantrt' 
later work, the Conviis) would of course imply an admiasJOl 
of what I belletv to fie at the heart of all true Dai ' 
catnmentar]' ; that ]•, the existence alwafs of the 
events even where the allegorical superstructure lia 
railed by Saote himself. 
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let I make myielf into two, according 
at nef iboughtt •were divided on: from the other. The 
one part I call Hearty that it, appetite f the other. Soul, 
that it, reason ; and I tell what one sailh to the other. 
And that it is fitting to call the appetite Heart, and the 
reaton Soul, is manifest enough to thim to luhom 1 ii/ith 
ihit to be open. True it ii thai, in the preceding tonntt, 
I lake the part of the Heart against the Eyei ; and that 

ran contrary to -what I say in the present ; and 
fore I say that, there also, by the Heart I mean 
i^etile, becaaie yet greater "wat my desire to rememler 
gentle lady than to see this other, although indeed 
appetite toiaardi her, but it appeared slight : 



uherefrom it aMea. 
Irary to the other. This sonnet has three parts. In the 
firit, I begin to say to this lady haiu my desires tarn all 
loivardi her. In the second, I tay ho-ai the Soul, that 
it the reason, speais to the Heart, that is, to the appetite. 
In the third, 1 say how the latter anstuers. The second 
b^ni here, " And what is this ? ' ' the third here, " And 
the heart a 



GSHTLE thought there ia will often start, 
Within my secret self, to speech of thee; 
Also of Love it speaks so tenderly 
That much id me consents and takes its part. 
And what is this," the sou! saith to tbe heart, 
" That Cometh thus to comfort thee and me. 
And thence where it would dwell, thus poteotly 
Can drive all other thoughts by its strange art ? " 
And the heart answers ; " Be no more ai strife 

'Twixt doubt and doubt : this is Love's messenger 
And apeaketh but his words, from him recrived ; 
And all the strength tt owns and all the life 
It draweth from the gentle eyes of her 

Who, looking on our grief, hath often grieved." 
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But against this adversary of reasoD, there r 
up in me on a certain day, about the ninth houT) I 
Btroiig visible phantasy, wherein I seemed to bebofa' 
the most gracious Beatrice, habited in that c 
raiment which she had worn when I had first 
her ; also she appeared to me of the same teoda 
age aa then. Whereupon I fell into a deep thougfci 
of her : and my memory ran back according t 
order of time, unto all those matters in the which al 
had borne a part ; and my heart began painfully D 
repent of the desire by which it had so basely Ic 
itself be possessed during so many days, contrary N 
tlie constancy of reason. 

And then, this evil desire being quite gone fron 
me, all my thoughts turned again unto their excellen 
Beatrice. And I say most truly that from that hoo 
I thought constantly of her with tlie whole humbled 
and ashamed heart ; the which became often maoifeit 
in sighs, that had among them the name of tbat i 
gracious creature, and how she departed from i 
Also it would come to pass very often, through tl 
bitter anguish of some one thought, that I forgot bod 
it, and myself, and where I was. By this in 
sighs, my weeping, which before had been s 
lessened, increased in like manner ; so that n 
seemed to long only for tears and to cherish them, and 
came at last to be circled about with red as though tbef - 
had suffered martyrdom ; neither were they able 
look ag,iin upon the beauty of any face that i 
again bring them to shame and evil : from i 
things it will appear that they were fitly guerdoi 
for their un stead fastness. Wherefore I {wishinj 
that mine abandonment of all such evil desires a 
vain temptations should be certified and made mai 
fest, beyond all doubts which might have been ai 
gested by the rhymes afore written), proposed to wr 



SS 
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wherein I should express thiB purpart. 
And I then wrote, "Woe's me ! " 

I jalJ, "Woe's mc!" because I luas ashamed of 
'e trifling of mine eyei. This sonnet I do not divde, 
nee ili purport it manifeit enough. 

Woe's me ! by dint of all tlicoe sighs that come 
Forth of my heart, its endless grief to prove, 
Mine eyes are coi^quer'd, so that even to move 
Their lids for greeting is grown troublesDmc. 
They wept so long that now they are griePs home 
And count their tears all laughter far above : 
They wept till they are circled now by Love 
With a red circle in sign of martyrdom. 
These musings, and the sighs they bring from roe, 
va at last so constant and so sore 
Love swoons in my spirit with faint breath ; 
Hearing id those sad sounds continually 

The most sweet name that my dead lady bore. 
With many grievous words touching her death. 

About this time, it happened that a great number of 
persons undertook a pilgrimage, to thi; end that they 
might behold thai blessed portriiiture bequeathed unto 
na by our Lord Jesua Christ aa the image of His beau- 
tifid countenance ' (upon which countenance my dear 

' The Veronica {Frra ™», or true image); that is, the 
napkin with which 3 woman was said to have wiped aur 
Saviour's face on Hii way to the cross, and which miracn- 
lonily relaiaed its likeneES. Daate makes mention of it also 
in the CtmrncJia (Parad. xxKi. loj), where he lays :^ 
" Qual i colui, che forse di Croazia 

Che per I'antica fama non ti sazia, 

Ma dice nel jienaler Jin che si mostra : 

Signor mio Gebu Crialo, Dio verace, 
Or fu li falla la lembianza loetra ? " 
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unto one who should not look closely, they » 
both seem to be said by the Game person. Ni 
iheless, looking closely, one must perceive that 
not so, inasmuch as one does not call thii 
gracious creature hij lady, and the other doe*, 
manifeetly apparent. And I gave the poem and 
sonnet unto my friend. Baying that I had m 
only for hira. 

The foem bfgini, " I-Vhaicuer ■while," and bai 
parlj. In the Jirsl, that ii, in the JirsI nam 
my dear friend, her timman, lamenh. In the 
I lament! that is, in the other stant.a, 'uihich 
"For ever." jind that It appears that in thi 
tioo persons lament, of tuhom one laments ai a i 
the ether as a servant. 

Whatever while the thought comee over me 
That I may not again 

Behold that lady whom I mourn for dow. 
About my heart my mind brings constantly 
So much of extreme pain 

That I aay, Soul of mbe, why stayest thott 

Truly the anguish, soul, that we must bow 

Beneath, until we win out of thi» life. 

Gives rae full oft a fear that tremblelh : 

So that I call on Death 

Even as on Sleep one calleth after strife, 

Saying, Come unto me. Life showeth grim 
And bare ; and if one dies, I envy him. 

For ever, among all my sij^ha which born, 
There is a piteous speech 

That clamours upon death continuaily ; 
Yea, unto him doth my whole BpirJi turn 
Since first his hand did reach 

My lady's life with most foul cruelty. 
But from the height of woman's fairness, 
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oing up from ub witli llie joy we had. 
Grew perfectly and spiritually fair ; 
That so she spreads even there 
light of Love which makes the Angels glad. 
And even unto their subtle minds can bring 
A certain awe of profound marvelling. 

)n that day which fulfilled the year since my lady 
been made of the citizens of eternal life, remera- 
Dg me of her as T sat alone, I betook myself to 
p the resemblance of an angel upon certain tablets. 
1 while I did thus, chancing to turn my head, 
Efceived that some were standing beside me to 
1 I should have given courteous welcome, and 
they were observing what I did : also I learned 
peardfi that they had been there a while before 
erceived them. Perceiving whom, I arose for 
tation, and said : " Another was with me." ^ 
Iftcrwards, when they had left me, I set myself 
o mine occupation, to wit, to the drawing figures 
;el» ; in doing which, I conceived to write of 
atter in rhyme, as for her anniversary, and to 
B roy rhymes unto those who had just left me. 
was then that I wrote the sonnet which sailh, 
'bat lady:" and as this sonnet hath two com- 
3tB, it behoveih me to divide it with both of 

tay that, according to the Jtrst, ih'u tonnit has 
r parU. In the first, I say that this lady ivai 
in my memory. In the second, I tell lahal I.oiie 
ifere did 'with me. In the third, ! speak of the 
r of Love, The second begins here, " Love kaoiv- 
" Ibe third htrc, "Forth •a/ent they." This part 

Thus according to lome texts. The majority, however, 
the wordi, " And therefore wae I in thought ; '' but the 
ipeech U perhaps the more forcible and pathetic. 



J 
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divides Into two. In the one^ I tay that all my i^bi 
issued speaking. In the other^ I say boiu some spoke 
certain words different from the others. The seconi 
begins here^ ^^And still J* In this same manner is it 
divided with the other beginnings save thaty in the first 
part J I tell when this lady had thus come into my nmd% 
and this I say not in the other. 

That lady of all gentle memories 

Had lighted on my soul ; — whose new abode 
Lies now, as it was well ordain'd of God, 

Among the poor in heart, where Mary is. 

Love, knowing that dear image to be his. 

Woke up within the sick heart sorrow-bow' d. 
Unto the sighs which are its weary load, 

Saying, " Go forth." And they went forth, I wis ; 

Forth went they from my breast that throbb'd and 
ached; 
With such a pang as oftentimes will bathe 

Mine eyes with tears when I am left alone. 
And still those sighs which drew the heaviest breath 

Came whispering thus : " O noble intellect ! 
It is a year to-day that thou art gone." 



Second Commencement. 

That lady of all gentle memories 

Had lighted on my soul ; — for whose sake flow'd 
The tears of Love ; in whom the power abode 

Which led you to observe while I did this. 

Love, knowing that dear image to be his, &c. 

Then, having sat for some space sorely in thought 
because of the time that was now past, I was lo filkd |. 



\ 
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L dolorous imagioiDgs that it became outwardly 

litest in mine altered countenance. Whereupon, 

ing this and being in dread lest any should have 

, I lifted mine eyes to look ; and then per- 

young and very beautiful lady, who was 

^zing upon me from a window with a gaze full of 

pity, BO tliat the very Birni of pity appeared gathered 

logelher in her. And seeing that unhappy persons, 

wbeD they beget compasaion in oliiers, are then moat 

fed unto weeping, as though they alto felt pity 

themseWes, it came to pass that mine eyes began 

I be incKned unto tears. Wherefore, becoming 

rfiil lest I should make manifest mine abject coa- 

'OD, I roee up, and went where I could not be 

n of that lady ; saying afterwards within myself"; 

tainly with her also must abide most noble 

." And with that, I resolved upon writing a 

\, wherein, speaking unto her, I should say all 

t I have Just said. And as this sonnet is very 

will not divide it. 



iliHE eyes beheld the blessed pity spring 
Into thy countenance immediately 
A while agone, when thou beheld'at in me 
The sickness only hidden grief can bring ; 
And then I knew thou wast considering 

V abject and forlorn my life must be ; 
And I became afraid thai thou shouldst see 
t weejHng, and account it a base thing. 
rrefore I went out from thee ; feeling how 
7he tears were straightway loosen'd at my heart 
Beneath thine eyes' oompasttioaate control. 
And afterwards I said within my soul : 
if Lo ! with this lady dwells the counterpart 
the same Love who holds me weeping now." 
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I.— TO BRUNETTO LATINI 

Sonnet ^ 
Sent with the Vita Nuova 

Master Brunetto^ this my little maid 

Is come to spend her Easter-tide with you ; 
Not that she reckons feasting as her due, — 

Whose need is hardly to be fed, but read. 

Not in a hurry can her sense be weighM, 
Nor 'mid the jests of any noisy crew : 
Ah ! and she wants a little coaxing too 

Before she'll get into another's head. 

But if you do not find her meaning clear. 
You've many Brother Alberts hard at hand, 
Whose wisdom will respond to any call. 

Consult with them and do not laugh at her ; 
And if she still is hard to understand. 
Apply to Master Giano last of all. 

[} See Editorial Notes.] 



r 
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OfBralrice de' Porllnari, on All Salnh' Day. 

Last All Saints' holy-day, even now gone by, 
I met a gathering of damozels : 
She that i:3ine iirat, ai one doth who excels, 
I Had Love with her, bearing her company r 
A flame burn'd forward through her steadfast eye, 
As when in living fire a spirit dwells ; 
So, gazing with the boldness which prevails 
. O'er doubt, I saw an angel visibly. 
'' As ehe pass'd on, the bow'd her mild approof 

And salutation to all men of worth, 
Xifting the soul to solemn thoughts aloof. 

In Heaven itself that lady had her birth, 
I think, and is with us for our behoof: 

Blessed are they who meet her on the earth. 

1 This and the five foUowmg pieces seem so certainly j 

\ have been wricttn at the name time as the poetrv of the n 

^ JVb«u, that it becomes difficult to guess why they 1 

Wre omitted from that work. Other poems in Dante's 
'fmesicrt refer in a more general manner to his love fut 
IWtrice, but each among those I have selecicd bears tlie ' 

^rees of some special occasion. 

1 A 
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I.— TO BRUNETTO LATINI 

Sonnet ^ 
Sent with the Vita Nuava 

Master Brunetto^ this my little maid 

Is come to spend her Easter-tide with you ; 
Not that she reckons feasting as her due, — 

Whose need is hardly to be fed, but read. 

Not in a hurry can her sense be weigh'd. 
Nor 'mid the jests of any noisy crew : 
Ah ! and she wants a little coaxing too 

Before she'll get into another's head. 

But if you do not find her meaning clear. 
You've many Brother Alberts hard at hand, 
Whose wisdom will respond to any call. 

Consult with them and do not laugh at her ; 
And if she still is hard to understand, 
Apply to Master Giano last of all. 

[} See Editorial Notes.] 
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OfB 



■I di' Por. 



n All Sat, 



'Day. 



Last All Saints' holy-day, even 
I met a gathering of damozels : 
She that came first, a! one doth who excels, 
Had Love with her, bearing her company : 
\. flame burn'd forward through her steadfast eye, 
Aa when in living fire a spirit dwells : 
So, gazing with the boldness which prevails 
)'er doubt, I aaw an angel visibly. 
\.E she pass'd on, she bow'd her mild approof 
And salutation to all men of worth. 
Lifting the soul to solemn thoughts aloof. 

In Heaven itself that lady had her birth, 
I think, and is with us for our behoof; 

Blessed are they who meet her on the earth. 
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I TO BRUNETTO LATINI 

Sonnet ^ 
Sent with the Vita Nttova 

Master Brunetto^ this my little maid 

Is come to spend her Easter-tide with you; 
Not that she reckons feasting as her due, — 

Whose need is hardly to be fed, but read. 

Not in a hurry can her sense be weigh'd. 
Nor 'mid the jests of any noisy crew : 
Ah ! and she wants a little coaxing too 

Before she'll get into another's head. 

But if you do not find her meaning clear. 
You've many Brother Alberts hard at hand, 
Whose wisdom will respond to any call. 

Consult with them and do not laugh at her ; 
And if she still is hard to understand, 
Apply to Master Giano last of all. 

{} See Editorial Notes.] 
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OfB 



■c de For 



n M Saints' Day. 



jAst All Saints' holy-day, even now gone by, 

I met a gathering of damozels : 

She that came first, a; one doth who excels, 
Had Love with her, bearing her company : 
\. flame burn'd forward through her steadfast eye. 

As when in living fire a spirit dwells : 

So, gazing with the boldness which prevails 
3'er doubt, I saw an angel visibly. 
Ab ehe pass'd on, she bow'd her mild approof 

And salutation to aU men of worth, 
'Lifting the bouI to solemn thoughts aloof. 

In Heaven itself thai lady had her birth, 
I think, and is with us for our behoof: 

Blessed are they who meet her on the earth. 
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lady now looketh continually). And cert 
these pilgrims, who seemed very thoughtful, ] 
by a path which is well-oigh in the midat of the city 
wbere my most gracious lady was born, and abode, ai 
at East died. 

Then I, beholding them, said within myself:, 
*' These pilgrims seem lo be come from very far ; 
I think they cannot have heard speak of this lady, i 
know anyihiog concerning her. Their thoughts a 
not of her, but of other things ; it may be, o( thdB 
friends who are far distant, and whom « 
turn, know not." And I went on to say: "I know 
that if they were of a country near unto us, they would 
in some wise seem disturbed, passing throagh thb 
city which is so full of grief." And I said also ! 
"If I could speak with them a space, I am certaia 
that I should make them weep before they went forth 
of this city ; for those things that they would hear 
from me must needs beget weeping in any." 

And when the last of them had gone by me 
bethought me to write a sonnet, showing forth n 
inward speech ; and that it might seem the m 
pitiful, I made as though I had spoken it indeed ii 
them. And I wrote this sonnet, which beginneibi! 
" Ye pilgrim- folk." 1 made use of the word pi/gn 
for its general signification! for "pilgrim" may I 
understood in two senses, one general, and one specif 
General, so far as any man may be called 3 pi!] 
who leavetb the place of his biith ; whereas, i 
narrowly speaking, he only is a pilgrim who f 
towards or frowards the House of St. James, 
there are three separate denominations proper 1 
those who undertake journeys to the glory of God 
They are called Palmers who go beyond the f 
eastward, whence often they bring palm-braachoi 
And Pilgrims, as I have said, are they wl 
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the holy House of Gallicia ; seeing that no 
apostle was buried so far from his birthplace 
as the blessed Saint James. And there is a 
third sort who are called Romera ; in that they go 
whither these whom I have called pilgrims went : 
is to say, UQto Rome. 

■ letmet h not divideiJ, hecaute its oiun •words 
\tly drclare it. 

Ye pi!grim-folk, advancing pensively 

As if in thought of distant things, I pray, 

la your own land indeed so far away 
As by your aspect it would seem to be, — 
That nothing of our grief comes over ye 

Though passing through the mournful town midway ; 

Like unto men that understand to-day 
Nothing at 3II of her great misery ? 
Yet if ye will but stay, whom I accost. 

And listen to my words a little space. 

At going ye shall mourn with a loud voice. 
It is her Beatrice that she hath lost ; 

Of whom the least word spoken holds such grace 
That men weep hearing it, and have no choice. 

A while after these things, two gentle ladies lent 
* unto me, praying that I would bestow upon them 
certain of these my rhymes. And I (taking into 
account their worthiness and consideration) resolved 
that I would write also a new thing, and send it 
them together with those others, to tlie end that their 
wishes might be more honourably fuljilled. There- 
fore I made a sonnet, which narrates my condition, 
and which I caused to be conveyed to them, accom- 
panied with the one preceding, and with that other 
which begins, " Stay now with me and listen 10 
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my sighs." And the new sonnet is, " Beyond the 

2 7jit sonnet compristi fiiic parts. In the Jirst, I . 
tohither my thaughl goeth, naming the place by the ni 
of one ofiti effeai. In the srcond, I say ivherejan 
goeth up, and ivbo males it go thus. In the third, I M 
what it laio, itanuly, a lady honoured, jind I then t 
it a'* Pilgrim Spirit," because it goes up spiritually, i 
like a pilgrim "who U out of hit inatvn country. lit 
fourth, I say ho-ui the spirit sees her such {^that ii, i 
such quality ) that I cannot understand her ; thai i 
say, my thought rises into the quality of her in a de 
thai my intellect cannot comprehend, seeing that our k 
lellect is, ioivards those blessed souls, like our eyt 
against the sun ,■ and this the Philosopher sayi i 
Second of the Metaphysics. In the fifth, I say 
although I cannot see there •whither my thought c 
me — -that is, to her admirable essence — / at least u 
stand this, namely, that it is a thought of my ladf) 
because I often hear her name therein. And, at the m 
of this fifth part, I say, '^Ladies mine," to shoto t 
they are ladies to •whom I speak. The second pat 
begins, " j4 ne'w perception ,- " the third, " IVhen it hali 
reached;" the Jhurth, "It sees her svch i" the fijik 
" jind yet I kno^w." It might be diiiided yet imn 
nicety, and made yet clearer ; but this di-oiiion may paU\ 
and therefore I slay nit to divide it further. 

Beyond the sphere which spreads to widest space 
Now agars the sigh that ray heart sends aboTC! 
A new perception born of grieving Love 

Guideth it upwatd the untrodden ways. 

When it hath reach'd unto the end, and stayK, 
Ic sees a lady round whom splendours move 
In homage ; til), by the great light thereof 

Abash'd, the pilgrim spirit stands at gaze. 
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tells mi 



iich, that 

Which it hath seen, I understand it not. 
It hath 3 speech so subtile and so fine. 
And yet 1 know its voice within my thought 
Often remembereth me of Beatrice : 
So that I uoderstand it, ladiee mine. 



t was given unto n 



After writing this sonnet 
behold a very wonderful 
things which determined me that I would say nothing 
further of this most blested one, until such time as I 
could discourse more worthily concerning her. And 
to this end T labour all I can ; as she well knoweth. 
Wherefore if it be His pleasure through whom is the 
life of all things, that my life continue with nie a few 
years, it ia my hope that I shall yet write concerning 
her what hath not before been written of any woman. 
After the which, may it seem good unto Him who is 
the Master of Grace, that my spirit should go hence 
to behold the glory of its lady : to wit, of that 
blessed Beatrice who now gazeth continually on Hia 
countenance qui eil per emnia itcula hcncrHilus,^ Laus 
Deo. 

1 Thi> we may believe to have been the Vision of Hell, 
Purgatory, and Paradise, whicli furniihed the triple argu- 
nent of the Dhina Cmmidia. The Latin wi ' 
the nu Nm-^a are almost ideotical with those 
of the letter in which Danre, on eoncludiog the Paraifiii, 
■nd accomplishing the hope here expreiied, dedicatee his 
great work to Can Grande della Scala. 

« " Who \t blessed throughout all ages." 
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H: hesccchis Death for the Lifi of BcalrUc. 

Death, since I find not one with whom to grieve. 
Nor whom this grief ai mine may moTC to tears, 
Whereso I be or whitherso I turn : 
Since it is thou who in my soul wilt leave 

No single joy, but chill'st it with just fears 
And makesl it in fruitlesa hopes to buro : 
Since thou. Death, and thou only, canst disci 
Wealth to my life, or want, at thy free choice : — 
It is to thee that I lift up my voice, 

Bowing my fjce ihat'a like a face just dead. 
I come to thee, as to one pitying, 
In grief for that sweet rest which nought can bring 

Again, if thou but once be entered 
Into her life whom my heart cherishes 
Even as the only portal of its peace. — 

Death, how most sweet the peace is that thy ^ce 

Can grant to me, and that I pray thee for. 
Thou easily niayst know by a sure sign. 
If in mine eyes thou look a little space 

And read in them the hidden dread they store,— 
If upon all thou look which proves me thine. 
Since the fear only maketh me to pine 
After this sort,— what will mine anguish be 
When her eyes close, of dreadful verity, 

In whose light is the light of mine own eyes? 
But now I know that thou wouldst have my life 
As hers, and joy'st thee in my fruitless strife. 

Yet I do think this which I feel implies I 

That soon, when I would die to flee from pa' 
I shall find none by whom I may be slain. 
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Death, if indeed thou smite this gentie one, 

Whose outward woiih but tells the intellect 
Hdw wondroua is ihe miracle withb, — 
Thou biddest Virtue rise up and begone. 

Thou dost away with Mercy's best effect. 

Thou apoil'at the mansion of God's sojourning ; 
Yea, unto naught her beauty thou dost bring 
Which ia above all other beauties, even 

so much as befitteth one whom Heaven 

Sent u[X}D earth in token of its own. 
Thou dost break through the perfect trust which hath 
Been alway her companion in Love's path : 

The light once darken'd which was hera alone. 
Love needs must say to them he ruleth o'er, 
" I have lost the noble banner that I bore." 

Death, have some pity then for all the ill 

Which cannot choose but happen if she die, 
And which will be the sorest ever known. 
Slacken the string, if so it be thy will. 

That the sharp arrow leave it not, — thereby 
Sparing her life, which if it flies is flown. 
O Death, for God's sake, be some pity shown ! 
Restrain within thyself, even at its height. 
The cruel wrath which moveth thee to smite 

Her in whom God h^th set so much of grace. 
Show now some ruth if 'tis a thing thou hast ! 
I seem to see Heaven's gate, that is shut fast, 

Open, and angels filling all the space 
About me, — come to fetch her soul whose laud 
Is sung by saints and angels before God. 

Song, thou must surely see how fine a thread 
This is that my last hope is holden by, 

And what I should be brought to without her. 
Therefore for thy plain speech and lowlihead 
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He bisiechcs Diathfor the Ufi of Beatrici. 

De*th, since 1 find not oae with whom to grieve, 
Nor whom ihia grief of mine may move to teari, 
Whereso I be or whiiherso I turn : 
Since it is thuu who in my soul wilt leave 

No single joy, but chill'st it with juat fears 

And makeat it in fruitless hopes to bum : 

Since thou. Death, and thou only, canst d 

Wealth to my life, or want, at thy free choice :- 

It is to thee that I lift up my voice, 

Bowing my ilice that's like a face just dead. 
I come to thee, as to one pitying. 
In grief for that sweet rest which nought can bri 

Again, if thou but once be enterfid 
Into her life whom my heart cherishes 
Even as the only portal of its peace. — ■ 

Death, how most sweet the [jeace is that thy grace 

Can grant to me, and that I pray thee for. 
Thou easily iiiayst know by a sure sign, 
If in mine eyes thou look a liiile space 

And read in them the hidden dread they store,-* 
If upon all thou look which proves me thine. 
Since the fear only makcth me to pine 
After this sort,^ — what will mine anguish be 
Whep her eyes close, of dreadful verity. 

In whose light is the light of mine own eyes \ 
But now I know that thou wouldst have my life 
As hers, and joy'st thee in my fruitless strife. 

Yet I do think, this which I feel implies 
That soon, when I would die to Bee from pain, 
I shall find none by whom I may be slain. 
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Death, if indeed thou smite this gentle one, 
WhoK outward worth but cells the iotellect 
How wondfona ia the miracle within, — 
Thou biddest Virtue rise up and begone. 
Thou dost away with Mercy'a best effect. 

Thou Bpoil'st the mansion of God's aojourning ; 
Yea, unto naught her beauty thou dost bring 
Which ia above all other beauties, even 
o much aa befitieth one whom Heaven 
eot upon earth in token of its own. 
Thou doit break through the perfect trust which hath 
Been alway her companion in Love's path ; 

The light once darken'd which was hers alone, 
Love needs must aay to them he ruleth o'er, 
" I have lost the noble banner that I bore." 

Death, have some pity then for all the ill 
Which cannot choose but happen if she die, 
And which will be the sorest ever known. 
Slacken the string, if so it be thy will. 

That the sharp arrow leave it not, — thereby 
Sparing her !ife, which if it flies ia flown. 
O Death, for God's sake, be some pity shown ! 
Restrain within thyself, even at its height, 
The cruel wrath which moveth thee to smite 

Her in whom God kith set so much of grace, 
ihow now 3ome ruth if 'tis a thing thou hast ! 
[ seem to sec Heaven's gate, that is shut fast. 

Open, and angels tilling all the apace 
About me, — come to fetch her soul whose laud 
Is sung by saints and angels before God. 

I Song, thou must surely see how fine a thread 
This is that my last hope is holdeo by. 

And what I should be brought to without her. 
Therefore for thy plain speech and lowlihead 
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Make thou no pause ; but go immediately, 
(Knowing thyself for my heart's mioiHter), 
And with that very meek and piteous air 
Thou hast, stand up before the face of Death, 
To wrench away the bar that prisoneth 

And win unto the place of the good fruit. 
And if indeed thou shake by thy soft voice 
Death's mortal purpose, — haste thee and rejoice 

Our lady with the issue of thy suit. 
So yet awhile our earthly nights and days 
Shall keep the blessed spirit that I praise. 



On the gib of June, 1290. 

Upon a day, came Sorrow in to me. 

Saying, '* I've come to slay with thee awhile ; 

And I perceived that she had usher'd Bile 
And Pain into my house for company. 
Wherefore I said, " Go forth, — away with thee 

But like a Greek she answer' d, full of guile. 

And went on arguing in an easy style. 
Then, looking, I saw Love come silently, 
Habited in black raiment, smooth and new. 

Having a black hat set upon his hair ; 
And certainly the tears he ahed were true. 

So that I aak'd, " What ails thee, trifier ? " 
Answering he said : " A grief to be gone through 

For our own lady's dying, brother dear." 
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VIII._.TO CINO DA PISTOIA 



He rchukci Cinofor Ficil^Jt. 

I THOUGHT to be for ever separate, 

'air Master Cioo, from tbese rhymes of yours ; 
ince further from the coast, another course. 
My vessel now nmat journey with her freight.^ 
Yet stili, because I hear men name your state 
A3 hia whom every lure doth straight beguile, 
I pray you lend, a very little while 
Unto mjr voice your ear grown obdurate. 
The man after this measure amorous, 

Who still at his own will is bound and loosed, 
How slightly Love him wounds is lightly known. 
If on this wise your heart in homage bows, 
I pray you for God's sake it be disused, 

So that the deed and the sweet words be one. 



' Thi< 



light SI 



I to auggcat that the ] 
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Make thou no pause ; but go immediately, 
(Knowing ihyaelf for my heart's minister), 
And. with that veiy meek and pitcoua air 
Thou haat, stand up before the face of Death, 
To wrench away the bar that prieoneth 

And win unto the place of the good fruit. 
And if indeed thou shake hy thy aoft voice 
Death's mortal purpose, — haste thee and rejoict 

Our lady with the issue of thy suit. 
So yet awhile our earthly nights and days 
Shall keep the bletsed spirit that I praise. 



VII. SOKNET 

On the gli/ of Jane, 1 190. 

Upon a day, came Sorrow in to me. 

Saying, " I've come to slay with thee awhile ; 

And I perceived that she had usher'd Bile 
And Pain into my house for company. 
Wherefore I said, " Go forth, — away with thee! 

But Uke a Greek she answer'd, full of guile, 

And went on arguing in an easy style. 
Then, looking, I saw Love come silently. 
Habited in black raiment, smooth and new, 

Having a black hat set upon his hair ; 
And certainly the tears he shed were true. 

So that I ask'd, " What ails thee, trifler 
Answering he said : " A grief to be gone throughi 

For our own lady's dying, brother dear." 
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DANTE ALIGHtERI 



VIII.— TO CINO DA PISTOIA 



He rcbuici Cinofir Fici/ma,. 

I THOUGHT to be for ever separate, 

Fair Master CiQO, from these rhymes of yours ; 

Since further from the coast, another course. 
My vessel now must journey with her freight.^ 
Yet siili, because I hear men name your state 

As his whom every lure doth straight beguile, 

I pray you lend a very little while 
Unto my voice your ear grown obdurate. 



The 



after 



Who still at his own will is bound and loosed. 
How slightly Love him wounds is lightly knowi 
If on this wise your heart in homage bows, 

I pray you for God's sake it be disused, 

So that the deed and the sweet words be one. 

' This might Beem to suggest that the present BOnnet w 
written about the same time as the close of the fiin Nanv 
t and that an allusion may alio here be intended to the fir 
I conception of Dante's great work. 



CINO DA PISTOIA 



CINO DA PISTOIA TO DANTE 
ALIGHIERI 

Sonnet 
He aiuioers DanU, eoiifeiiing hit umtcadfiul Heart, 

Dante, since I from my own native place 
In heavy exile have turn'd wanderer, 
Far distant from the purest joy which e'er 

Had issued from the Fonnt of joy and grace, 

I have gone weeping through the world's dull spacf, 
And nie proud Death, as one too nif an, doth spaRj 
Yet meeting Love, Death's neighbour, I declare 

That still his arrows hold my heart in chaae. 

Nor from his pitileis aim can I get free, 

Nor from the hope which comforts my weak wiUi 
" ' * s which I could share. 



One pleasure ever binds i 
That so, by one same 



ndloj 



DANTE ALIGHIERI 



IX TO CINO DA PISTOIA 



Wriiten m Exih. 

:cAUSE I find not whom to speak withal 
AnenC that lard whose I am at thou art. 
Behoves that in thine ear I tell some part 

Of this whereof I gladly would say all. 

And deem thou nothing else occasional 
Of my long silence while I kept apart, 
Except this place, so guilty at the heart 

That the right has not who will give it stall. 

Love cornea not here to any woman's face, 
Nor any man here for his sake will sigh, 

For unto such " thou fool " were straightway k 

Ah ! Master Cino, how the time turns base. 
And mocks at us, and on our rhymes says lie, 
Since truth has been thus thinly harvested. 




CmO DA PISTOfA 



CINO DA PISTOIA TO DANTE 
ALIGHIERI 

F SONNBT 

He aiuitim the faregaing Somut, and prayi Daitle, 
the name of Beatrice, to continue hii great Poem. 

I KNOW Dot, Dante, io what refuge dwells 

The truth, which with all meo is out of niiad ; 
For long ago it left this place behind, 
Till in ita stead at last God's thunder swells. 
Yet if our shifting life too clearly tells 

That here the truth has no reward assiga'd,^ 
'Twaa God, remember, taught it to mankind. 
And even among the licnda preach'd nothing else- 
Then, thougii the kingdoms of tlie earth be torn, 
Where'er thou set thy feet, from Truth's coctrc 
Yet unto me thy friend this prayer accord : — 
Beloved, O my brother, sorrow- worn. 
Even in that lady's name who is thy goal, 
Sing on till thou redeem thy plighted word ! ' 

' Thar is, rht pledge gisen at the end of the ^ila Nt 
This may perhaps have been written in the early day* 
Dante's e^ile, before his resumption of the interrnj 




DANTE ALIGHIERI 



Of Beauty and Duly. 

Ifwo ladies to the summit of my miod 

Have domb, to hold an argument of love. 
The one has wisdom with her from above, 

For every noblest virtue well design'd : 

The other, beauty'e tempting power refined 
And the high charm of perfect grace approve f 
And I, aa ray eweet Master's will doth move. 

At feet of both their favours am reclined. 

"Beauty and Duty in my Boul keep strife, 

At question if tlie heart such course can take 
And 'twixt two ladies hold ite love complete. 
The fount of gentle speech yields answer meet, 
That Beauty may be loved for gladness' sake, 

i&nd Duty in the lofty ends of life. 
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XI. SestinaI 
Of the Lady Pietra dtgli Scroi)igni. 



To the dim light and the large circle of shade 
I have clomb, and to the whitening of the hilU 
There where we see no colour in the grass. 
Natheless my longing loses not its green. 
It has so taken root in the hard Etone 
Which talks and hears aa though it were a lady. 

Utterly frozen is this youthful lady 

Even as the snow that lies within the shade ; 

For she is no more moved than is a stone 

By the sweet season which makes warm the hills 

And alters them afresh from white to green, 

CoTcring their sides again with flowers and grass. 

When on her hair she seta a crown of grass 
The thought has no more room for other lady ; i 
Because she weaves the yellow with the green 
So well that LoTe sits down there in the shade, 
Love who has shut me in among low hills 
Faster than hetwcen walls of granite -stone. 

She is more bright than is a precious stone ; _ 

The wound she gives may not be heal'd with graW 
I therefore have fled fit o'er plains and hills 
For refuge from so dangerous a lad^ ; 
But from her sunshine nothing can give shadi 
Not any hill, nor wall, nor summer-green. 

[1 See Editorial Notes.] 
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DANTE ALIGHIERI azi 

A while ago, I eaw her dress'd in green, — 
So fair, she might have wakeu'd in 3 stone 
This love which I do feel even for her shade ; 
And therefore, as one wuos a graceful lady, - 
I wooed her in a field that was all grass 
Girdled about with very lofty hills. 

Yet shall the streams turn back and climb the hills 
Before Love's flame in this damp wood and green 
Burn, as it burna within a youthful lady. 
For my sake, who would sleep away in atone 
My life, or feed like beasts upon the grass, 
Only to see her garments cast a shade. 

How dark soe'er the hills throw out their shade. 
Under her summer-green the beautiful lady 
Coyera it, like a atone cover'd in grass. 



To the Lady Pielra di^Ti Scrain^ai. 

, My curse be on the day when lirst I saw 

' The brightness in those treacherous eyes of thine, — 

The hour when from my heart thou cam'st to draw 

My soul away, that both might fail and pine — 
I My curse l>e on the skill that smooth'd each line 
'Of my vaiu songs, — the music and jual law 
I Of art, by which it was my dear design 
""That the whole world should yield thee love and awe. 

Yea, let me curse mine own obduracy. 

Which firmly holds what doth itself confound — 
I To wit, thy fair penerted face of scorn : 

' For whose sake Love is oftentimes forsworn 

' So that men mock at him ; but most at me 
I Who would hold fortune's wheel and turn it tQimji, 




GUIDO CAVALCANTI « 
I TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 



He iiilerprcti Dante' j Dream, related in the first 
Sonnet of the Vita Nuova. 

Unto my thinking, thoa beheld'st all worth. 
All joy, as much of good aa man may know, 
If thou wert in hia power who here below 
la honour's righteous lord throughout this earth. 
Where evil dies, eveo there he has his birth. 
Whose justice out of pity's self doth grow. 
Softly to sleeping persons he will go. 
And, with no pain to them, their hearts draw foriK 
Thy heart he took, as knowing well, alas ! 

That Death had claim'd thy lady for her prey 

In fear whereof, he fed her with thy heart. 

But when he seem'd in sorrow to depart, 

Sweet was thy dream ; for by that aign, I say, 

Surely the opposite shall come to pass.' 

■ This may refer lo the belief that, lowardi 



OUIDO CAVALCANTl 



To bii Lady Joan, of Flon 



Flowers hast thou in thyself, and foliage, 
I And what ia good, aod what is glad to eee ; 

The suD is not so bright aa thy visage ; 

All is stark naught when one hath look'd on thee ; 
There is not such a beautiful personage 

Anywhere on the green earth verily ; 
If one fear love, thy bearing sweet and sage 

Comforteth hira, and no more fear hath he. 
Thy lady friends and maidens ministering 

Are all, for love of thee, much to my taste : 
And much I pray them that in everything 

They honour thee even as thou meritest, 
And have thee in their gentle harbouring : 

Because among them all thou art the best. 

III. Sonnet 
He compares ail Things luUh hit Lady, and finds 

them laanling. 
Beauty in woman ( the high will's decree ; 
Fair knighthood arm'd for manly exercise ; 
The pleasant song of birds j love's soft replies ; 
The strength of rapid ships upon the sea ; 
The serene air when light begins to be ; 

The white anow, without wind that falls and lie« ; 
Fields of all fiower; the place where waters rise; 
Silver and gold ; azure in jewellery : — 
WeiEh'd against these, the sweet and quiet worth 
Which my dear lady cherishes at heart 

Might seem a little matter to be shown ; 
Being truly, over these, as much apart 
' As the whole heaven is greater than this earth. 
Ail good to kindred natures cleaveth soon. 



GUmO CAVALCAWTl 



A Rapture eonetming hit Lady. 

Who ia she coming, whom all gaze upon, 

Who makes the air all tremulous with light, 
And at whose side is Love himself? that none 

Dare speak, but each man's sighs are infinite. 
Ah me ! how she looks round from left to right, 

Let Love discourse : I may not speak thereon. 

Lady she seems of such high beniaon 
As makes all others graceless in men's sight. 
The honour which is hers cannot be said ; 

To wliom are aubject all things virtuous, 
While all things beauteous own her deity. 
Ne'er was the mind of man so nobly led 

Nor yet was such redemption granted us 
That we should ever know her perfectly. 



Of his Lady among other Ladiis. 

With other women I beheld my love j 

Not that the rest were women to mine eyes, 
Who only as her shadows seem'd to move. 

I do not praise her more than with the truth, 
Nor blame I these if it be rightly read. 

But while I speak, a thought I may not soothe 
Says to my senses : " Soon shall ye be dead, 
[f for my sake your tears ye will not shed." 

And then the eyes yield passage, at that thought, 
To the heart's weeping, which forgets her not. 
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GUIDO CAVAI.CANTI 



VI TO GUIDO ORLANDI 



Of. 



•d Image raembltng )Ai Lady. 



GuiDO, ao image of my lady dwells 
At San Michele io O 
And duly worshipp'd. Fair in holy stale 
She listeae to the tale each sioaer tells ; 
And among them that come to her, who ails 
The most, on him the most doth blessing wait. 
She bids the fiend men's bodies abdicate ; 
Over the curse of blindness she prevails, 
And heals eick. languors in the public sijuares. 
A maltitude adores her reverently : 

Before her face two burning tapers are ; 
Her voice is utter'd upon paths afar. 
Yet through the Leseer Brethren's ' jealousy 
She is named idol, not being one of theirs. 
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GUIDO ORLANDI TO GUIDO 
CAVALCANTI 



R 136 GUIDO ORLANDI 

I In aiuioer lo tbefortgo'mg Sonnet. 
If thou hadst offer'd, friend, to blessed Mary 
A pious voluntary, 
As thus : " Fair rose, in holy garden let : " 
Thou then hadet found a true similitude : 
Because all truth and good 
Are hers, who was the mansion and the gate 
Wherein abode our High Salvation, 
Conceived in her, a Son, 
Even by the angel's greeting whom she rtet. 
Be thou aeaured that if one cry to her, 
Confeaeing, " I did err," 
For death she gives him life ; for she ia great. 

Ah ! how may'st thou be counsell'd to implead 
With God thine own misdeed, 
And not another's ? Ponder what thou ait ; 
And humbly lay to heart 
That Publican who wept his proper need. 
The Lesser Brethren cherish the divine 
Scripture and church- doc trine ; 
Being appointed keepers of the faith 
Whose preaching succoureth : 
For what they preach is our best medicine. 
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GUIDO CAVALCANTI 



ho/at Eya of a certain Mandctia, of Thouhuie, tuhUh 
\ rcscmbtc those of his Lady Joan, of Florence. 

A CERTAIN youthful lady in Thoulouse, 
Gentle and fair, of cheerful modeaty, 
la in her eyes, with such exact degree, 
Of likeness unto mine own lady, whoae 
1 am, that through the heart she doth abuse 
I The Houl to sweet desire. It goea from me 

To her j yet, fearing, saith not who is she 
That of a truth its essence thus subdues. 
This !ady loots on it with the sweet eyes 

Whose glance did erst the wounds of Love anoint 
Through its true lady's eyes which are as they, 
' Then to the heart returns it, fiill of sighs, 

Wounded to death by a sharp arrow's point 
I Wherewith this lady speeds it on its way. 



GUIDO CAVALCAKTI 



VIII. Ballata 



Being io thought of love, I chanced to see 
Two youthful damozeU. 
One sang: " Our life inhales 
Ali love continually." 

Their aspect was so utterly serene, 

So courteous, of such quiet nobleness. 

That I uaid to them : " Yours, I well may ween, 

'Ti8 of all virtue to unlock the place. 

Ah ! damozels, do not account him base 

Whom thufl his wound subdues : 

Since I waa at Thoulouae, 

My heart is dead in me." 

They turo'd their eyes upon me in so much 

As to perceive bow wounded was my heart j 
While, of the spirits born of tears, one such 

Had been begotten through the constant sman. 
Then seeing me, abash'd, to turn apart. 
One of them said, and laugh'd : 
" Love, look you, by his craft 

Holds this man thoroughly." 

But with grave sweetness, after a brief while. 
She who at first had laugh'd on me replied, 

Saying : " This lady, who by Love's great guile 
Her countenance in thy heart has glorilied. 



» GUIDO CAVALCAHTI i^ 

Look'd thee so deep within the eyes. Love aigh'd 
And was awaken'd there. 
If it seem ill to bear, 

In him thy hope must be." 

The second piteous maiden, of all ruth, 

Fashion'd for sport in Love's own image, said : 
"This stroke, whereof thy heart bears trace in sooth. 
From eyes of too much pilissanee was shed, 
Whence in thy heart such brightness entered, 
Thou may' St not look thereon. 
Say, of those eyes that shone 

Canst thou remember thee ? " 

Then said I, yielding answer therewithal 

Unto this virgin's difficult behest : 

" A lady of Thoulouse, whom Love doth call 

Mandetta, sweetly kin led and enlaced, 

I do remember to ray sore unrest. 

Yea, by her eyes indeed 

My life has been decreed 

To death inevitably." 

Go, Ballad, to the city, even Thoulouse, 

And softly entering the Daurade,l look round 
And softiy call, that so there may be found 
Some lady who for compleasaunce may choose 
To show thee her who can my life confuse. 
And if she yield thee way, 
Lift thou thy voice and say : 

" For grace I come lo thee." 
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DANTE ALIGHIERI TO GUIDO 

CAVALCANTI 



He hna^nei a pleasant Voyage far Guldo, Lafio 
Gianni, and bm4elf, m,Ub their three Ladiei. 

GuiDO, I wish thai Lapo, thou, and I, 

Could be by spells conyey'd, as it were now, 
Upon a barque, with a!i the winds that blow 

Across all seas at our good will to hie. 

So no mischance nor temper of the sky 

Should mar our course with spite or cruel slip ; 
But we, observing old companionship, 

To be companions still should long thereby. 

And Lady Joan, and Lady Beatrice, 

And her the thirtieth on my roll,' with us 

Should our good wizard set, o'er seas to mote 
And not to talk of anything but love : 

And they three ever to be well at ease 

Ab we should be, I think, if this were thus. 
[' See Editorial Notes.] 



GUIDO CAVALCANTI 



IX.— TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 

Sonnet 

Guido ani-weri I hi foregoing Sonnel, tpfaking iviti 
shame of his changed Lo-vc. 
If I were still that man, worthy to love, 

Of whom I have but the remembrance now, 
Or if the lady bore another brow. 
To hear this thing might bring me joy thereof. 
But thou, who in Love's proper court dost move, 
Even there where hope is born of grace — see how 
My very soul within me is brought low : 
It a swift archer, whom his feats approve. 
Now benda the bow, which Love to him did yield, 
In such mere sport against me, it would seem 
As though he held his iordship for a jest. 
Then hear the marvel which is sorrieat : — 
My sorely wounded sou! forgiveth him, 
Yet knows that in his act her strength is kiji'd. 



DAHTE AL1GHIERI 



DANTE ALIGHIERI TO GUIDO 
CAVALCANTI 



He imagines a pleatant Voyage for Guido, Lapo 
Gianni, and himself, with iheir thru Ladiei. 

Guido, I wteh that Lapo, thou, and I, 

Could be by spclU convey'd, as it were now, 
Upon a barque, with all the winds that blow 

Across all aeaa at our good will to hie. 

So no mischance nor temper of the $ky 

Should mar our couiec with spite or cruel slip ; 
But we, observing old companionship. 

To be companions still should long thereby. 

And Lady Joan, and Lady Beatrice, 

And her the thirtieth on my roll,' with us 

Should our good wizard set, o'er seas to mow 
And not to talk of anything but love : 

And they three ever to be well at ease 

As we Ghould be, I think, if this were thus. 
[I SeeEdilorialNoKB,] 



OUIDO CAVALCANTI 



IX.— TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 



CuiJo anitucri ihe foregaing Sonnet, sfiaking •aiith 
shame of his changed Lmie. 
If I were still that man, worthy to love. 

Of whom I have but the remembrance now, 
Or if the lady bore another brow. 
To hear thia thing might bring me joy thereof. 
But thou, who in Love's proper court dost move, 
Even there where hope is born of grace- — see how 
My very soul within me is brought low : 
For a swift archer, whom his feats approve, 
Now bends the bow, which Love to him did yield, 
In such mere sport against me, it would seem 
As though he held his lordship for a jest. 
Then hear the marvel which is sorriest : — 
My sorely wounded soul forgivelh him, 
Yet knows that in his act her strength is kill'd. 
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X.— TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 

Sonnet 

He reports f in a feigned Vision^ the successful Issue 
of Lapo Gianni s Love, 

Dante, a sigh that rose from the heart's core 

AssailM me, while I slumber'd, suddenly ; 
So that I woke o' the instant, fearing sore 

Lest it came thither in Love's company : 
Till, turning, I beheld the servitor 

Of lady Lagia : " Help nie," so said he, 
" O help me, rity." Though he said no more, 

So much of Pity's essence enter'd me, 
That I was ware of Love, those shafts lie wields 

A-whetting, and preferr'd the mourner's quest 
To him, who straightway answer'd on this wise : 
" Go tell my servant that the lady yields, 

And that I hold her now at his behest : 
If he believe not, let him note her eyes." 



GUIDO CAVALCANTI 



XI TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 



He mistrusts the Loiie of Lapo Gianni. 

MAY thee, Dante, shouldBt thou meet with Love 
In any place where Lapo then may be. 
That there thou fall not to mark heedfulty 
Jf Love with lover's name that man approve ; 
If 10 our Master's will his lady move 
Aright, and if himself show fealty : 
For ofttimea, by ill custom, ye may see 
rhia sort profess the semblance of true love. 
Thou tnow'st that in the court where Love holds sway, 
A law subsists, that no man who is vile 
Can service yield to a lost woman there. 
' If suffering aught avail the sufferer, 

„ Thoo straightway ahalt discern our lofty style, 
■IVhich needs the badge of honour must display. 
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XII. Sonnet 
On the Detection of a false Friend,^ 

Love and the lady Lagia, Guido and I, 

Unto a certain lord are bounden all. 

Who has released us — know ye from whose thraU? 
Yet I'll not speak, but let the matter die : 
Since now these three no more are held thereby, 

Who in such homage at his feet did fall 

That I myself was not more whimsical, . 
In him conceiving godship from on high. 
Let Love be thank'd the first, who first discerned 

The truth ; and that wise lady afterward. 
Who in fit time took back her heart ag^ ; 
And Guido next, from worship wholly turn'd ; 

And I, as he. But if ye have not b^ard, 
I shall not tell how much I loved him then. 

1 I should think, from the mention of lady Lagia, that 
this might refer again to Lapo Gianni, who seems (one 
knows not why) to have fallen' into disgrace with hit 
friends. The Guido mentioned is probably Guido Orlandi. 



GUI DO CAVALCANTI 



XI 11. Sonnet. 
He jptah of a ihird Lo-oe of hu. 



That this my sonnet would commend to thee 

Come from afar) a soul in heavy sighs, 

Vhich even by Love's sharp arrow wounded lies. 

Twice did the Syrian archer shoot, and he 

'''ow bends his bow the third time, cunningly, 

;, thou being her 






icker 
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Thereby, which now is near to utter death. 
From those two shafts, a triple wound that y 

The first gives pleasure, yet disquicteth ; 
&nd with the second is the longing for 
, The mighty gladness by the third fulfiU'd. 
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XIV. Ballata 

Of a continual Death in Love, 

Though thou, indeed, hast quite forgotten ruth, 
Its steadfast truth my heart abandons not ; 
But still its thought yields service in good part 
To that hard heart in thee. 

Alas ! who hears believes not I am so. 
Yet who can know ? of very surety, none. 
From Love is won a spirit, in some wise. 
Which dies perpetually : 

And, when at length in that strange ecstasy 

The heavy sigh will start. 

There rains upon my heart 

A love so pure and fine, 
That I say : " Lady, I am wholly thine." ^ 

^ I may take this opportunity of mentioning that, in eTerj 
case where an abrupt change of metre occurs in one of mf 
translations, it is so also in the original poem. 
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Pl^ i\ Vn ^ U>A-;t 



To a Friaid -who docs not pily hii Love. 

If I entreat this lady that all grace 

Seem doC unto her heart aa enemy, 

FoohBh and evil thou declarest me, 
And desperate in idle stubbornness. 
Whence is such cruel judgment thine, whose face. 

To him that looks thereon, profeaseth thee 

Faiihhil, and wise, and of all courtesy, 
And made after the way of gentleness. 
Alaa ! my soul within my heart doth find 

Sighs, and its grief by weeping doth enhance, 
That, drown'd in bitter tears, those sighs depart : 
And then there seems a presence in the mind, 

As of a lady's thoughtful countenance 

Come to behold the death of the poor heart 
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XVI. Ballata 
He ptrca-oa that hit highett Love it genefroi 

Through this my strong and new misadTcnCure, 

All now is lost to me 
Which most was sweet in Lore's supremacy. 

So much of life is dead in its control, 
That she, ray pleasant lady of all grace, 

Is gone out of the devastated soul : 

I see her not, nor do I know her place j 
Nor even enough of virtue with me ' 

To understand, ah me ! 

The flower of her exceeding purity. 

Because there comn — to kill that gentle thooght 
With saying that I shall not see her more — 

This constant pain wherewith I am distraught. 
Which is a burning torment very sore, 
Wherein I know not whora 1 should implore. 
Thrice thank'd the Master be 

Who turns the grinding wheel of misery ! 

Full of great anguish in a place of fear 

The spirit of my heart lies sorrowing, 
Through Fortune's bitter craft. She lured it her^ 
And gave it o'er to Death, and barb'd the »l" 
She wrought that hope which was ; 
thing ; 
In Time, which dies from mi-. 
She made me lose mine hour of ecstasy. 



GUIDO CAVALCANTI 

For ye, perturb'd and fearful words of miDe, 
Whither it like yourselves, even (hither go; 

But always burthen'd with nharae's troublous sigi 
And on my lady's name stiH calling low ; 

That all who look shall, see 
Death's shadow on my face assuredly. 



Ofhu Pain from a niia Love. 

Why from the danger did not mice eyes start, — • 
Why not become even blind, — ere through my 

sight 
Within my soul thou ever couldst alight 

To eay : " Dost thou not hear me in thy heart i " 

New torment then, the old torment's counterpart, 
Fill'd me at once with such a sore aifright, 
Thai, Lady, lady (I said), destroy not ijuite 

Mine eyes and me ! O help us where thou art ! 

Thou hast so left mine eyes that Love is fain — 
Even Love himself-^ with pity uncontroli'd 
To bend above thera, weeping for their loss : 

Saying : If any man feel heavy pain. 

This man's more painful heart let him behold : 
Death has it in her hand, cut like a cross.' 

1 Death (ij Morte), being feminine in Italian, is naturallr 
personiBed as a female. 1 have endeavoured to bear this in 

ilancej mighl be found in which habit hai prevaiied, and 1 
have made Death masculine. 
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GUIDO ORLANDI TO GUIDO 

CAVALCANTI 



Hejindi fauh with the Canceili of the foregoing Sosial, 

Fkiend, well I know thou knowest well to bear 

Thy Bword's-point, that it pierce the close-loel'llli 

And like a bird to flit from perch to pale ; 
And out of difficult ways to find the air : 
Largely to take and generously to share : 

Thrice to secure advantage ; to regale 

Greatly the great, and over lands prevail. 
In all thou art, one only fault is there : 
For still among the wise of wit thou say'st 

That Love himself doth weep for thine eetatc 
And yet, no eyes no tears: lo now, thy whimt] 
Soft, rather say : This is not held in haste j 

But hitter are the hours and passionate, 
To him that loves, and love Js not for hi 

(by usage strengthen'd to forbear 
carnal love), I fall not in such snare. 




GIANNI ALFANI 



GIANNI ALFANI TO GUIDO 

CAVALCANTI 

On the part of a Lady of Pita. 

Gumo, that Gianni who, a day agone, 

Sought thee, now greets ihee (ay and ihou may'st 

laugh!) 
On that same Pisan beauty's eweet behalf 
Who can deal loTC-wounda even as thou haSt done. 
She ask'd me whetlier thy goodwill were prone 
For service unto Love who troubles her, 
If she to thee in euchwise should repair 
That, save by him and Gualtier, 'twere not known ;^ 
or thus her kindred of ill augury 
Should lack the means wherefrom there niight be 
plann'd 
Worse harm than lying speech that Emitcs afar. 
[ told her that thou hast continually 
A goodly sheaf of arrows to thy hand. 

Which well should stead her in such gentle war. 




J 



BERNARDO DA BOLOGNA 



BERNARDO DA BOLOGNA TO GUIDC^ 

CAVALCANTI 



He writes to Guido, telling him of the Love -whicb «j 
certain Pinella sho<ivcd an teeing him. 

Unto that lowly lovely maid, I wis, 

So poignant in the heart was thy salute, 

That she changed countenance, remaining mute. 

Wherefore I ask'd : " Pineila, how is this ? 

Haat heard of Guido ? know'st thou who he is ? " 
She answer'd, " Yea; " then paused, irresolute; 
But I saw well how the love-woundi! acute 

Were widen'd, and the at,nr which Love calls hi* 

Fill'd her with gende brightness perfectly. 

" But, friend, an't please ihee, I would have it told,"' 

She said, " how I am known to him through thee^ 



iven as the riddle is 
Oh ! send him lot 



, I kne 



e of old,- 



a thouaand-foldl " 
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XVIIL— TO BERNARDO DA BOLOGNA 



Sonnet 

'crs, commending Pinella, and saying that the 
can offer her is already shared by many noble 



EfouD 



]-head that if 






Friend Beroard ; and for her who epoke with thee, 

Even such the flow of her young life has been. 
So that when Love diseoursvs secretly 

Of ihingB the fairest he has ever seen, 
He tays there is no fairer thing than she, 

A lowly maid as lovely as a queen. 
And for that I am troubled, thinking of 

That sigh wherein I burn upon the waves 

Which drift her heart, — pnor barque, so il 

Unto Pinella a great river of love 

I send, that's ftill of sirens, and whose slaves 
Are beautiful and richly habited. 



DINO COMPAGNI 



DINO COMPAGNI TO GUIDO 

CAVALCANTI 



He reproves Guido for hh Arrogance in Love, 

No mao may mount upon a golden stair, 

Guido my roaKter, to Love's palace-sill : 
No key of gold will fit thei|Iock that's there, 

Nor heart there enter without pure goodwill. 
Not if he miss one courteous duty, dare 

A lover hope he ahould his love fulfil j 
But to his iady must make meek repair, 

Reaping with husbandry her favours still. 
And thou but know'st of Love {I think) his nam 

Youth holds thy reason in estremities ; 

Only on thine own face thou turn'st thine eyei: 
Fairer than Absalom's account's! the same ; 
And think'st, as rosy moths are drawn by flaniei 

To draw the women from their balconies.^ 

1 It is curious to find these poet! perpetuaUf rating i 
another for the want of constancy in love. Gnido !■ 
buked, as above, by Dino Compagni \ Cino da Piitola, 
Dante (p. 115); and Dante hy Guido (p. j«), who i 
metXj, as we have seen (p. 133), bad confided (o him 
doubts of Lapo Gianni. 
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XIX TO GUIDO ORLANDI ^^H 

Sonnet 
In pratie of Guido OrlanSi LaJy. 

A LADY in whom love is manifeBt — 

That love which perfect honour doth adorn — 
Bath ta'en the living heart out of thy breast. 

Which in her keeping to new !ife ia born ; 
For there by auch sweet power it ia poaaest 
. As even is felt of Indian unicorn : ^ 
ia.nd all its virtue now, with lierce uoreet, 

Unto thy aoul makes difficult return. 
For this thy lady is virtue's minister 

In sochwise that no fault there is to show, 

Save that God made her mortal on this ground. 
And even herein His wisdom shall he found; 

For only thus our intellect could know 
IThat heavenly beauty which resemblea her. 

>ld representations, the unicorn is often seen with 



' =<s 






XXI. Ballata 1 


' 




Within a copse 1 met a shepherd -maid, 
1 More fair, I said, than any star to see. 


She came with waving tresses pale and bright. 
With rosy cheer, and loving eyes of flame. 


Guiding the lambs beneath her wand aright. 
Her naked feet still had the dews on them. 


i As, singing like a lover, so she came ; 
Joyful, and fashion'd for all ecstasy. 


1 I greeted her at once, and ()uestion made 

What escort fasd she through the woods id spring i 
But with soft accents she replied and said ' 


Thats 


le was all alone there, wandering ; A 


Moreo 


er : " Do you know, when the birds sing, 1 


My heart 


B desire is for a mate," said she. I 


While sh 


was telling me this wish of hers, 1 


The birds were all in song throughout the wood. ■ 

" Even now then," said my thought, " the time recur J 

1 With mine own longing to assuage her mood." ■ 

[ And so, in her sweet favour's name, I sued ■ 


That she 


would kiss there and embrace with me, 1 


She took 


my hand to her with amorous will, 1 


And a 


swer'd that she gave me ail her heart, 1 


And drew me where the leaf is fresh and still, | 


Where 


spring the wood-flowers in the shade apart 1 


And 
There Lo 


that day, by Joy's etvchacted art, ■ 
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XXII. Sonnet 

Of an ill-fawured Lady. 

JvsT look, Manetto, at that wry-mouth'd minx ; 
Merely take notice what a wretch it is ; 
How well contrived in her deforraitieB, 
How beastly favour'd when she scowU and blinks. 
Why, with a hood on (if one only thinks) 
Or muffle of prim veils and acapularies, — 
And set together, on a day like this, 
lome pretty lady with the odious sphinx ; — 
Why, then thy sins could hardly have Guch weight. 
Nor thou be so subdued from Love's attack, 
Nor so possess' d in Melancholy's sway, 
But that perforce thy peril must be great 
Of laughing till the very heart-stringa crack: 
Either thou'dst die, or thou must run away. 
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XXIII. Sonnet 

To a newly enriched Man ; reminding him of the Wants 

of the Poor. 

As thou wert loth to see, before thy feet. 

The dear broad coia roll all thy hill-slope down, 
Till, 'twixt the cracks of the hard glebe, some 
clown 
Should find, rub oft, and scarcely render it ; — 
Tell me, I charge thee, if by generous heat 
Or clutching frost the fruits of earth be grown, 
And by what wind the blight is o'er them strown. 
And with what gloom the tempest is replete. 
Moreover (an* it please thee), when at mom 
Thou hear' St the voice of the poor husbandman. 
And those Joud herds, his other family, — 
I feel quite sure that if Bettina's born 

With a kind heart, she does the best she can 

To wheedle some of thy new wealth fi^om 
thee.i 

^ The original is very obscure. Bettina being the same 
name as Becchina, it suggests itself as possible that the 
person addressed may be Cecco Angiolieri after he inherited 
his father's property. 
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I XXIV.— TO POPE BONIFACE VIII. 
r Sonnet ^ 

Afier the Pope's Interdict, luhen the great Houses -were 
leaving Florence. 

Nero, thus in\ich for tidings in thine ear. 

They of the Buondelmonti quake with dread, 
Nor by all Florence may be comforted, 
Noting in thee the lion's ravenous cheer ; 
Who more than any dragon giv'st them fear, 
In ancient evil Gtubbornly array'd; 
Neither by bridge nor bulwark to be stay'd, 
But only by King Pharaoh's sepulchre. 
O in what monstrous sin dost thou engage, — 
All these which are of loftiest blood to drive 

; dare pause but all take wiiig ! 
might' St redeem the pledge 
: thy naked floul alive, 
Wert thou but patient in the bargaining. 




[1 See Editorial Notes.] 



J 



GUIDO CAVALCANTI 



XXV. Ball ATA 

In Exile at Sarrcana. 

Because I think not ever to return. 
Ballad, lo Tuacany,— 
Go therefore thou for me 
Straight to my lady's face. 
Who, of her noble grace. 
Shall show thee courtesy. 

Thou aeeltest her in charge of many aighs, 

Full of much grief and of exceeding fear. 
But have good heed thou come not to the eyes 
Of such as are sworn foes lo gentle cheer : 
For, eertes, if this thing should chance,— from her 

Thou then couldst only look 

For Ecoro, and such rebuke 

As needs must bring me pain ; — 

Yea, after death again 

Tears and fresh agony. 

Surely thou knowest, Balhd, how that Death 

Assails me, till my life is almost sped : 
Thou knowest how my heart still travaileth 

Through the sore pangs which in my soul ire 

bred:— 
My body being now so nearly dead. 
It cannot suFer more. 
Then, going, I implore 
That this my soul thou take 
(Nay, do so for m^ b3.Vc\, 
when my heart acts ft ftec, 
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Ah ! ballad, unto thy dear offieea 

I do cummend my eoiil, thus trembling ; 

That thou may'st lead it, for pure piteousness, 

Et«i to that lady's presence whom I sing. 

Ah ! bailad, say thou to her, sorrowing, 

Whcreso thou meet her then : — 

" This thy poor handmaiden 

Is come, nor will be gone, 

Being parted now from one 

Who served Love painfully." 

Thou also, thou hewilder'd voice and wealt 

That goest forth in tears from my grieved heart, 
Shalt, with my soul and with this ballad, speak 
Of my dead mind, when thou dost hence depart. 
Unto that lady (piteous as thou art ! ) 
Who is so calm and bright. 
It shall be deep delight 
To feel her presence there. 

And thou. Soul, worship her 

Still in her pujity. 



XXVI. CanzokbI 

!A Song of Fortune. 
Lo ! I am she who makes the wheel to turn ; 
Lo ! I am she who gives and takes away ; 
Blamed idly, day by day. 
In all mine acts by you, ye humankind, 

' > This and the three foUawIng Canzonl are anlr to be 
' iouDd in the later collections of Guido Cavalcanti's po.!m9. 
.;l ha»e included thnn on account of their intere.t iC teilW 
Vbii, and espeeiaJJ)- for the beanty of tVit \a.a\ Mtion^ ifeewi-, 
\iMt man conStn lo «ome doubts of tUeVi autUenutv^i . 
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3r whoso smites his visage and doth mouTD, , 
What time he fenders back my gifts to me, ' 
LearoB then that I decree 1 

No state which mine own arrows may cot fin^ 
Who clomb must fall : — this bear ye well in ndj 

ar say, because he fell, I did him wrong, 

ar truly ye may find out wisdom when 
King Arthur's reating-place is found of men. , 



I 

^^^b Ye make great marvel and astonishmeot 
^^^B What time ye see the sluggard lifted up 

^^^p And the jitKt man to drop, 

[ And ye complain on God and on my sway, 

O humankind, ye sin in your complaint : 
For He, that Lord who made the world tc 

Lets me not lake or give 
By mine own act, but as He wilU I may. 
Yet is the mind of man so castaway, 
That it discerns not the supreme behest. 

Alas ! ye wretchedest. 
And chide ye at God also ? Shall not He 
Judge between good and evil righteously ! 

Ah ! had ye knowledge how God evermore. 
With agonies of soul and grievous heats. 

As on an anvil beats 
On them that in this earth hold high estate. 
Ye would choose little rather than much store, 
And solitude than spacious palaces ; 

Such is the sore disease 
Of anguish that on all their days doth wait. 
Behold if they be not unfortunate. 
When oft the father dares not trust the son ! 
, I O wealth, with thee is won 

ivorm to gnaw for evet do Vi\s iwi 
Whose abject life is laid in t\v^ conuoW 
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If also ye take note what piteous death 

They oftlimes make, whose hoards were manifold, 

Who citiea had and gold 
And multitudes of itiCD beneath their hand ; 
Then he among you that most angereth 

Shall bless me saying, " Lo ! I worship thee 

That I was not as he 
Whose death is thus accurst throughout the land." 
But now your living aoula are held in band 
Of avarice, shutting you from the true light 

Which shows how sad and slight 
Are this world's treasured riches and array 
That itill change hands a hundred times a day. 

For me, — could envy enter in my sphere. 

Which of all human taint is clean and quit, — 

I well might harbour it 
When 1 behold the peasant at his toil- 
Guiding his team, untroubled, free from fear, 
He leaves his prfect furrow as he goes. 

And gives hia field repose 
From thorns and tares and weeds that vex the 

Thereto he labours, and without turmoil 
Entniats his work to God, content if so 

Such guerdon from it grow 
That in that year his family shall live : 
Nor care nor thought to other things will give. 

But DOW ye may no more have speech of me, 
For this mine office craves continual use ; 

Ye therefore deeply muse 
Upon those things which ye have heard the while : 
Yea, and even yet remember heedfuHy 

How this my wheel a motion \\ai.\\ bq &tw.. 
That in an eyelid's beai 



I 
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Him whom it raised it raakelh low and Tile, 
None was, nor is, nor shall be of such gnile, 
Who could, or can, or ah»!l, I say, at length 

Prevail against my strength. 
But still those men that are my queattoneTB 
In bitter torment own their hearts perverse. 

I Song, that waet made to carry high intent 
~ isembled in the garb of humbleness, — 
With fair and Open face 
, To Master Thomas let thy course be bent. 
Say that a great thing scarcely may be pent 
In little room : yet always pray that he 
Commend us, thee and me, 
[ To them that are more apt in lofty speech : 
. For truly one must learn ere he can teach. 



XXVII. Canzone 
A Song against Poverty, 






I II 

I '^' 



by thee the soul is wrapp'd 
With hate, with enry, dolefulnees, and doubt. 

Even 30 be thou cast out, 
And even so he that Epeaks thee otherwise, 
lame thee now, because my mood is apt 
D curse thee, bride of every lost estate, 

Through whom are desolate 
On earth all honourable things and w!ae. 
Within thy power, eacii blessed condition diet 
By thee, men's minds with sore mistrust are msc 

Fantastic and afraid : — 
Thou, hated worse than Deai.\v,\ii 'jiBt^craA, 
ih the lo^ithing of aU beaiw aWiwt' i. 
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f Yea, rightly arc thou hated worse than Death, 
For be at length is long'd for in the Iweast. 

But DOt with thee, wild beast. 
Was ever aught found, beautiful or good. 
For life is all that man can lose by death, 
■ Not fame, and the fair summits of applause ; 
His glory shall not pause, 
But live in men's perpetual gratitude. 
While he who on thy naked sill has stood, 
Though of great heart and worthy everso. 

He shall be counted low. 
Then let the man thou troublest never hope 
To spread his wings in any lofty scope. 

Hereby my mind is laden with a fear, 

And I will take some thought to shelter me. 

For this I plainly see : — 
Through thee, to fraud the honest man is led ; 
To tyranny the just lord turncth here. 
And the magnanimous soul to avarice. 
Of every bitter vice 
Thou, to my thinking, art the fount and head. 
From thee no light in any wise is shed. 
Who bringest to the paths of dusky hell. 

I therefore see full well. 
That death, the dungeon, sickness, and old age, 
Weigh'd against thee, are blessed heritage 

And what though many a goodly hypocrite. 
Lifting to thee his veritable prayer. 

Call God to witness there 
How this thy burden moved not Him to wratli 
Why, who may call (of them that muse aright) 
Him poor, who of the whole can say, 'Tis Mine? 
Methinks I well divine 
That want, to such, should seem an eaa'j \a-*^- 
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God, wbo made al! diings, all things had and haih; 
Nor any tongue may say that He was poor, 

What while He did endure 
For man's best 
Since to have a 

Song, thou shalt wend upon thy journey now : 
And, if thou meet with folk who rail at thee. 

Saying that poyerty 
Is not even sharper than thy words allow,^ — 
Unto such brawlers briefly answer thou, 
To tell them they are hypocrites; and then 

Say mildly, once again, 
That I, who am nearly in a beggar's case, 
Might not presume to sing my proper praise. 



XXVIIl. Canzone 

He laments the Praumftian and Incontinence 
hii Toalh. 

The devastating flame of that lierce plague, 
The foe of virtue, fed with others' peace 

More than itself foresees. 
Being still shut in to gnaw its own desire ; 
Its strength not weaken'd, nor its hues more vague, 
For all the beoison that virtue sheds, 

But which for ever spreads 
To be a living curse that shall not tire : 
Or yet again, that other idle Are 
Which flickers with a\\ cVian^e aa iirva&t ikkij ijleaiet 
One whichsoe'ev ot i\ieac 



r 
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Ac length baa hiddeo the true path from me 

Which twice man may not see, 
And queach'd the intelligence of joy, till now 
Alt solace but abides in perfect ufoe, 

Alas ! the more my painful spirit grieses, 
The more confused with miserable airife 

Is that delicious life 
Which sighing it recalls pprpetually : 
But its worst anguish, whence it still receiyes 
More pain than death, is sent, to yield the sting 

Of perfect suffering, 
By him who is my lord and governs me : 
Who holds all gracious truth in fealty. 
Being nursed in those four sisters' fond caress 

Through whom comes happiness. 
He now has left me ; and I draw my breath 

Wound in the arms of Death, 
Desirous of her : she is cried upon 
In all the prayers my heart puts up alone. 

How fierce aforetime and how absolute 

That wheel of flame which turn'd within my head. 

May never q^uite be said, 1 

Because there are not words to speak the wholo- 
It slew my hope whereof I lack the fruit, ;,( 

And stung the blood within my hving flesh 

To be an intricate mesh 
Of pain beyond endurance or control ; 
Withdrawing me from God, who gave my soul 
To know the sign where honour has its scat 

From honour's counterfeit. 
So in its longing my heart finds not hope, 

Nor knows what door to ope i 
Since, parting me from God, this foe looV tVwa^V 
To shot those paths wherein He ma^ be aoa^^- 
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My second enemy, thrice arm'd io guile, - 
As wise and cunning to mine overthrow' 

As her Emooth face doth show. 
With yet more shameleBs strength holds mailer 
My spirit, naked of its light and vile. 
Is lit by her with her own deadly gleam. 

Which makes all anguiih seem 
As nothing to her scourges that 1 see. 
O thou the body of grace, abide with me 
As thoo wert once in the once joyful lime ; 

And though thou hate my crime. 
Fill not my life with torture to the end ; 

But in thy mercy, bend 
My steps, and for thine honour, back again; 
Till finding joy through thee, I bless my pain. 

Since that first frantic devil without faith 

Fell, in thy name, upon the stairs that mount 

Unto the limpid fount 
Of thine intelligence, — withhold not now 
Thy grace, nor spare my second foe from death. 
For lo ! on this my soul has set her iruat ; 

And failing this, thou must 
Prove false to truth and honour, aeest tbon ! 
Then, saving light and throne of strength, allo^ 
My prayer, and vanquish both my foes at last i 

That so I be not cast 
Into that woe wherein I fear to end. 

Yet if i: is ordain'd 
That I must die ere this be perfected, — 
Ah ! yield me comfort after I am dead, 

Ye unadornM words obscure of sense, 
Go weeping, and these iv^% along with ye. 
And bear mine agoa^ 
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(Not to be told by words, being too intense), 

To His intelligence 
Who moved by rirtue shall fulfil my breath 
In human life or compensating death. 



A DUpute ivith Dialh 

" O SLtJOGisH, hard, ingrate, what doest thou i 
Poor sinner, folded round with heavy sin, 

Whose life to find out joy alone is bent. ,i(l 

I call thee, and thou fall'at to deafness now j i 

And, deeming that my path whereby to win 

Thy seat is lost, there sitt'st thee down content, ' 
And hold'st me to thy will subservient. 
' But I into thy heart have crept disguised : 
Among thy senses and thy sins I went. 
By roads thou didst not guess, unrecognised. 
Tears will not now suffice to bid me go. 
Nor countenance abased, nor words of woe." 



Now, when I heard the sudden dreadful voice 
Wake thus within to cruel utterance, 

Whereby the very heart of hearts did fail. 
My spirit might not any more rejoice, 

But fell from its courageous pride at once. 
And lurn'd to fly, where flight miy not avail. 
Then slowly 'gan aome strength to re-inhale 
The trembling life which heard that whisper speak, 
And had conceived the sense with tore travail 
Till in the mouth it murmur'd, very weak, 
Saying: "Youth, wealth, and beaat^, t\^ew:\la.'^e^-•- 
O Death ! remit thy claim, — 1 wouVA no^- ^w-' 
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Lord God, and suffer me to seek out Christ, — 
Weeping, to seek him in thy ways apart : 
Until my sorrow have at length sufficed 
In some accepted insunt to atone 
For sins of thought, for stubborn evil done. 

Dishevell'd and in teara, go, song of mine, 
To break the hardness of the heart of man ; 
Say how hia hfe began 
From duBt, and in that dust doth sink supine : 
Yet, say, the unerring spirit of grief shall guide 
His soul, bring purified, 
To seek in Maker at the heavenly shrine. 

CINO DA PISTOIA 
I.— TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 



He inlerpreii Dante's Dream, related in the Jiril 
Sonnet of the FUa NuB-va. 

Each lover'a longing leads him naturally 
Unto his lady's heart his heart to show ; 
And this it is that Love would have thee know 

By the strange vision which he seat to ihee. 

With thy heart therefore, liaming outwardly. 
In humble guise he fed thy lady so, 
Who long had lain in slumber, from all wo 

Folded within a mantle silently. 

Also, in coming. Love might not repress 
His joy, to yield thee thy desire achieved, 
Whence heart should unto heart true ser 

But understanding the great love-sickness 
Which in thy lady's bosom 'mib coocwed, 
He pitied her, and wept "m -xawteti^,. 



CJNO DA prSTOIA 



II.— TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 



On the Death of Bcalrke PorS'mari. 

Albeit ray prayers have not so long delay'd, 

But craved for thee, ere this, that Pity and Love 

Which only bring our heavy life some rest ; 

Tet is not now the time so much o'erstay'd 

But that these words of mine which tow'rds thee 

Must find thee still with spirit dispossess' d, 
Ajid eay to thee: "In Hearen she now is bless'd 
Even as the blessed name men call'd her by \ 

While thou dost ever cry, 
• Alas ! the blessing of mine eyes is flown ! ' " 

Behold, these words set down 
Are needed atill, for still thou sorrowest. 
Then hearken ; I would yield advisedly 
Some comfort : Stay these sighs ; give ear to nie. 

Ve know for certain that in this blind world 
Each man's subsistence is of grief and pain, 
Stili trail'd by fortune through all bitternesa ; 
A.t last the ilesh within a shroud is furl'd. 
And unto Heaven's rejoicing doth attain 
The joyful soul made free of earthly stress. 
^ Then wherefore sighs thy heart in abjeetness 
tVhich for her triumph should exult aloud '. 

For He the Lord our God 
Elaih call'd her, hearkening what her Angel said. 
To have Heaven perfected. 
Each saint for a new tiling beholds her face. 
And she the face of our Redemption aee«, 
^coursing with immortal aubstancca. 



2« 



CINO DA PISTOIA 



Why now do pangs of torment clutch thy heart I 

Which with thy love should make thee OTerjoy'd, I 

As him whose intellect hath pass'd the skiei i I 

Behold, the spirits oi thy life depart I 

Daily to Heaven with her, they bq are buoy'd I 

With their desire, and Love so bids them rite. I 

O Godj and thou, a man whom God madewiMfl 

To nurse a charge of care, and love the same ! I 

I tell thee in Hie Name I 

From sin of sighing grief to hold thy breath, U 

Nor let thy heart to death, I 

Nor harbour death's resemblance in thine eyes. | 

God hath her with Himself eternally, I 

Yet she inhabits every hour with thee. I 

Be comforted. Love cries, be comforted ! I 

Devotion pleads. Peace, for the love of God ! I 

O yield thyself to prayers so full of grace; 
And make thee naked now of this dull weed 

Which 'neath thy foot were better to be trod j ' 
For man through grief despairs and ends his days- 
How ever shouldst thou see the lovely face 
If any desperate death should once be thine ! 

From justice so condign 
Withdraw thyself even now ; that in the end 
Thy heart may not offend 
Against thy soul, which in the holy place, 
In Heaven, still hopes to see her and to be 
Within her arms. Let this hope comfort thee. 

Look thou into the pleasure wherein dwells 
Thy lovely lady who is in Heaven crown'd. 
Who is herself thy hope in Heaven, the while 
To make thy memory hallow'd, she avails; 
Being a eoul within the deep Heaven bound, 

A face on thy heart painleA, >.o\«;'e»\e 
Tby ilea rt of grief which cXse abcnii tuj 
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Even as ihe seem'd a wonder here below, 
On high she seemelh so, — 
I, better known, is there more wondrous yet. 
And even as she was met 
First by the angels with tweet song and smile, 
Thy spirit bears her back upon the wing. 
Which often in those ways is journeying. 

Of thee she entertains the blessed throngs. 

And says 10 them : " While yet my body thrave 
On e^ifth, I gat much honour which he gave. 

Commending me in hia commended songs." 
Also she asks alway of God our Lord 
To gi?e thee peace according to His word. 

in.— TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 



1 



ofiame Compensation in Deali.^ 

Dante, whenever this tiling happen eth, — 
That Love's desire is quite bereft of Hope 
(Seeking in vain at ladies' eyes some scope 

Of joy, through what the heart for ever saith), — 

I ask thee, can amends be made by Death ! j' 1 

Is ^uch sad pass the last extremity? — | 

Or may the soul that never fear'd to die . t ; 

Then in another body draw new breath ? 

Lo ! thus it ia through her who governs all 
Below, — tliat I, who enter'd at her door, 
Now at her dreadfiil window must fare forth. 

Yea, and 1 think through her it doth befall 
That CTen ere yet the road is travell'd o'er 

My bones are weary and life is nothing worth, 
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IV. Madrigal 

To his Lady Selvaggta VergioUsi ; lilemng his 
Love to a s parch for Gold* 

I AM all bent to glean the golden ore 
Little by little from the river-bed ; 
Hoping the day to see 
When Croesus shall be conquered in ray store. 
Therefore, still sifting where the sands are spread, 
I labour patiently : 
Till, thus intent on this thing and no more, — 
If to a vein of silver I were led. 

It scarce could gladden me. 
And, seeing that no joy's so warm i' the core 
As this whereby the heart is comforted 
And the desire set free, — 
Therefore thy bitter love is still my scope, 

Lady, from whom it is my life's sore theme 
More painfully to sift the grains of hope 
Than gold out of that stream. 
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To Love, in great Billernets. 

O Love, O thou that, for my fealty, 
Only in torment doat thy power employ. 
Give me, for God's sake, something of thy joy. 

That 1 may learn what good there is in thee. 

Yea, for, if' thou art glad with grieving me, 
Surely my very life thou shalt destroy 
When thou renew'st my pain, because the joy 

Must then be wept for with the misery. 

He that had never sense of good, nor oight, 
Esteems hia ill estate but natural, 

Which so is lightlier borne : his case is mine. 
fiut, if thou wouldst uplift me for a sign, 
Bidding me drain the curse and know it all, 

r must a little taste its opposite, 

VI. Sonnet 
). Death h nal 'oiUhout but inilhin him. 

This fairest lady, who, as well I wot, 
) Found entrance by her beauty to my soul, 
n Pierced through mine eyes my heart, which erst 

Sorely, yet makes as though Rhe knew it not ; 
Jiay, turns upon me now, to anger wrought. 
Dealing me harshness for my pain's best dole, 
And is so changed by her own wrath's control, 
That I go thence, in my distracted thought 
^ontent to die ; and, mourning, cry abroad 
r On Death, as upon one afar from me ; 

But Death makes answer from within my heart. 
Then, hearing her so hard at hand to be, 
I do commead my spirit unto God ■, 

Saying to her too, " Ease and ipeac.eX.VQM ai^-- 
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VII. Sonnet 
yi Trante of Lo-oc. 

Vanquish'd and weary was my bouI in me, 
And my heart gaap'd after its much lament, 
When sleep at length the painlul languor sent 

And, as I slept {and wept incessantly), — 

Through the keen fixedni'ss of memory 

Which I had cherish'd ere my tears were spe 
I pasfl'd to a new trance of wonderment j 

Wherein a visible epirit I could see. 

Which caught me up, and bore me to a place 
Where my most gentie lady was alone ; 

And still before us a fire seem'd to move. 
Out of the which methought there carae a m< 

Uttering, " Grace, a little aeason, grace ! 

I am of one that hath the wings of Love.* 

VIII. Sonnet 
Of the grave of Sehaggia, on the Mante delta Sainbuca, 
I WAS upon the high and blessed mound, 

And kies'd, long worshipping, the stones and gtaa. 
There on the hard stones prostrate, where, alas ! 

That pure one laid her forehead in the ground. 

Then were the springs of gladness seal'd and bound, 
The day that unto Death's most bitter pass 
My sick heart's iady turn'd her feet, who was 

Already in her gracious life renown'd. 

So in that place I spake to Love, and cried : 

" O sweet my god, I am one whom Death nay 

Hence to be his ; for lo ! my heart lies hi 
Anon, because my Master lent no ear. 
Departing, still I call'd Sdva^.S'^'s^ia™*- 
So with my moan I left tlie tnottmam-«>A*. 
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Hii Lament for Sihaggia. 

fAv me, alae ! the beautiful bright hair 
That shed reflected gold 

O'er the green growths od either aide the way ; 
Ay me ! the lovely look, open and fair, 

I Which my heart's core doth hold 

With all else of that best- remember 'd day ; 

II Ay me ! the face made gay 
[■With joy that Love confera ; 
tAy mc ! that smile of hers 

I Where whiteness as of snow was yisible 

jAmong the roses at all seasons red ! 

I Ay me ! and was this well, 

10 Death, to let me live when she is dead ? 

Ay me ! the calm, erect, dignitied walk ; 
Ay me ! the sweet salute, — 

The thoughtful mind, — the wit discreetly worn 
Ay me ! the clearness of her noble talk. 
Which made the good take root 

Id me, and for the evil woke ray Bcom ; 
Ay me I the longing born 
Of so much loveliness,^ 
The hope, whose eager stress 

Made other hopes fall back to let it pass. 
Even till my lojd of love grew light thereby ! 

These thou hast broken, as glasB, 
O Death, who makegt me, a\ive, lo Aw\ 
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Ay me ! Lady, the lady of all worth ; — 

Sainty for whose single shrine 

All other shrines I left, even as Love will'd ; — 
Ay me ! what precious stone in the whole earth, 

For that pure fame of thine 

Worthy the marble statue's base to yield ? 
Ay me ! fair vase fulfill'd 
With more than this world's good, — 
By cruel chance and rude 

Cast out upon the steep path of the mountains 
Where Death has shut thee in between hard stones 

Ay me ! two languid fountains 
Of weeping are these eyes, which joy disowns. 

Ay me, sharp Death ! till what I ask is done 
And my whole life is ended utterly, — 

Ajiswer — must I weep on 

Even thus, and never cease to moan Ay me? 



r 
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-TO GUmO CAVALCANTI 



He otuei ttosh'mg to Guula at a Pael, 

'hat rhymes are ihine which I have ta'en from thee, 
Thou Guido, that thou ever say'st I thieve ? ' 
^ 'Tia true, fine fancies gladly I receive, 

Sut when was aught found beautiful in thee i 

Say, I have seareh'd my pages diligently, 

And tell the truth, and lie not, by your leave, 
From whose rich store my web of songs I weave 

Love knoweth well, well knowing them and me. 

Ko artist I, — all men may gather it ; 
Nor do I work in ignorance of pride, 
(Though the world reach alone the coarser sense) ; 

But am a certain man of humble wit 

Who journeya with hja sorrow at his aide. 
For a heart's sake, alas ! that ia gone hence. 

1 1 have notexamined Ciiio") poetry wLih special reference 
to thii accuBalion ; but ihcre ie a Canion<? of tiis in which 
he ipciks of having conceived an affection for another lady 
from her resemblance to Selvaggia. Perhaps Guido con- 
gidered this as a sort of plagiariem di facta on his own change 
of love through Mandetta's likeness to Ciovanna. 
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XL SOKKET 

He impugns the verdicts of Dant^s Commedia, 

This book of Dante's, very sooth to say. 

Is just a poet's lovely heresy. 

Which by a lure as sweet as sweet can be 
Draws other men's concerns beneath its sway ; 
While, among stars' and comets' dazzling play. 

It beats the right down, lets the wrong go free, 

Shows some abased, and others in great glee^ 
Much as with lovers is Love's ancient way. 
Therefore his vain decrees, wherein he lied. 

Fixing folks' nearness to the Fiend their foe. 
Must be like empty nutshells flung aside. 

Yet through the rash &lse witness set to grow, 
French and Italian vengeance on such pride 

May fall, like Antony's on Cicero. 
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.friend Qnesto di Boncima, 



iraiag, in the Commedia, 
tnd hit Lady Sehaggia. 



iMONG the faulu we in that book, descry 

Which has crown'd Dante lord of rhyme and 
, thought. 

Are two so grave that some attaint is brought 
"bto the greatness of hia soul thereby, 
be is, that holding with Sordello high 

Discourse, and with the resl who Bang and taught, 

He of Oneato di Boncima ' nought 
[as said, who was to Arnauld Daniel ^ nigh. 
"he other is, that when lie saya he came 

To see, at summit of the sacred stair. 

His Beatrice among the heavenly signs, — 
te, looking in the bosom of Abraham, 

Saw not that highest of all women there 
Who joio'd Mount Sion to the Apennines.^ 
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DANTE DA MAIANO 
TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 



He inUrpreU Danlc Alighicri's Dream, related in 

first Sonitel of the V'tta Nuova. 

Of that wherein thou art a questioner 
Considering, I make answer briefly thus, 
Good friend, in wit but little prosperous : 
And from my words the truth thou shalt infer,— 5 
So hearken to thy dream's interpreter. 

If, sound of frame, thou soundly canst disco 
In reason, — then, to expel this overplus 
Of vapours which hath made thy speech to en 
See that thou lave and purge thy stomach soon 
But if thou art afflicted wiih disease, 
Know that I count it mere delirium. 
Thus of my thought I write thee back the 
Nor my conclusions can be clianged from th 
Tili to the leech thy water I have shown. 
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He craves interpreting of a Dream of hit. 

Thou that art wise, let wisdom minister 

[Jato my dream, chat it be iinderstoo>l. 
To wii : A lady, of her body fair. 

And whom my heart approves in womanhood,:' ' 

Beetow'd on me a wreaih of flowers, fair-hued 
And green in leaf, with gentle Joying air : 

After the which, meseem'd I was stark nude 
Save for a smock of hers that 1 did wear. 
Whereat, good friend, my courage gat such growth 

That to mine arms I took her tenderly : 
With no rebuke the beauty laugh'd unloth. 

And as she laugh'd I kisa'd continually. 
I say no more, for that I pledged mine oath, 

And thai my mother, who ia dead, was by. 
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GUIDO ORLANDI TO DANTE DA 
MAIANO 



He intcrpreU the Dream l related in the foregoing Somlt, 

On the last words of what you write to me 

1 give you my opinion at the first. 

To see the dead must prove cormption cursed 
Within you, by your heart's own vanity. 
The soul should bend the flesh to its decree : 

Then rule it, friend, as fish by line amerced. 

Aa to the smock, your lady's gift, the worst 
Of words were not loo bad for speech so free. 
It is a thing unseemly to declare 

The love of gracious dame or damozel, 

And therewith for excuse to say, I drcam'c 
Tell U8 no more of this, but think who seen 

To call you : mother came to whip you well. 
Love close, and of Love's joy you'll have your share 

' There exist no fewer than ais answers by different poeti, 
interpreting Dante da Maiano's dream. [ have ' 
Guido OrUndi'a, much the most matter-of-fact of I 
because it Is diverliag to find the writer again in 
tagonistic mood. Among the ttve remaining ansn 
all of which the vision is treated as a very myslerion* 
matter, one is attributed to Dante Alighierl, but seam > 
doubtful that t have not translated it. indeed it would d 
the greater Dante, if he really wrote it, little credit a 
lucid interpreter of dreams ; though it might have la 
interest, as giving him (when compared with Ihr lonaei 
page J76) a decided advantage over tii^ lesser namesake 
point of courtesf . 
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III. Sonnet 
To til Lady Nina, of Sicily. 
tly thy great pleasaunce pleasured r 



Gentle my lady, from the first of all. 
That counting every other blessing small 

I gave myself up wholly to know thee : 

And since I was made thine, thy courtesy 
And worth, more than of earth, celestial, 
I learn'd, and from its freedom did enthrall 

My heart, the servant of thy grace to be. 

Wherefore I pray thee, joyful countenance. 
Humbly, that it incense or irk thee not, 

If I, being thine, do wait njum chy glance. 

More to solicit, I am all afraid ; 

Yet, lady, twofold is the gift, we wot, 

Given to the needy unsolicited. ' , 



IV. Sonnet 
J/e ihanit hit Lady for the Joy he has had from hi 
WoMDERFUt. countenance and royal neck, 
I have not found your beauty's parallel ; 
Nor at her birth might any yet prevail 
The hkeness of these features to partake. 
Wisdom is theirs, and mildness : for whose sake 
All grace seems stol'n, such perfect grace to swell 
Fashion'd of God beyond delight to dwell 
Exalted. And herein my pride I take 
Who of this garden have possession. 

So that all worth subsists for my behoof 
And bears itself according to my will. 
Lady, in thee such pleasaunce hath its fill 
That whoso is content to rest tVieiecm 
Anows not of grief, and ht)Viis a\\ -^aivti ?\ocS.. 
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CECCO ANGIOLIERI, DA SIENA 



I TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 



On the hsi Snmrl of I he Fita Nuo-va. 

Dante Alcghieri, Cecco, your good friend 
And servant, gives you greeting as his lord. 
And prays you for the sake of Lore's accord 

(Love being the Master before whom you bend), 

That you will pardon him if he offend, 

Even as your gentle heart can well afford. 
AJl that he wants to aay is juat one word 

Which partly chides your sonnet at the end. 

For where the measure changes, first you eay 
You do not understand the gentle speech 
A spirit made touching your Beatrice : 

And next yon tell your ladies how, straightway, 
You understand it. Wherefore (look you) eadt 
Of these your words the other's sense denies^ 






CECCO ANGIOLIERI 

II. Sonnet 
i// not be loo deeply in Lovi 
'A, and yet not go much 



f But that I'd do without it easily ; 
I And my own mind thinks all the more of me 
J, That Love has not quite pcnn'd me in his hutch. 
) Enough if for hia sake I dance and touch 
I The lute, and serve his servants cheerfully : 
. An overdose is worse than none would be : 

' Love is no lord of mine, I'm proud to vouch. 
' So let no woman who is born conceive 
' That I'll be her liege slave, as I see some, 

^ , Be she as fair and dainty as she will. 

Too much of love makes idiots, I believe : 
I like not any fashion that turns glum 

The heart, and makes the visage sick and ill. 

IIL Sonnet 
' 0/i.DT.r in Men md D^-vlh. 

I The man who feels not, more or less, somewhat 
Of love in all the years his life goes round 
Should be denied a grave in holy ground 
I Except with usurers who will bate no groat : 
I Nor he himself should count himself a jot 
' Less wretched than the meanest beggar found. 
I Also the man who in Love's robe is gown'd 

(May say that Fortune smiles upon his lot. 
Seeing bow love has such nobility 
That if it eater'd in the lord of Hell 

'Twould rule him more than his fire's ancient 

! sting ; 

He should be glorified to eternity, 
And all his Jife be always glad and vieW 
I As is a wanton woman in \\ie a'^tw\^. 
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^H OfLo-v!, in honour of his mislrHis Bachhul. I 

^^^1 Whatever, good is aaturally doae | 



t 



IV. Sonnet 
O/Lo-V!, in honour of his mislri 
Whatever, good is naturally dooe 

Is born of Lo'e as fruit is bofn of flower : J 

By Lore all good is brought to its full power! 

fea, Love does more than this ; for he finds aSt 

i30 coarse but from his touch some gr: — ' ' 

And the poor wretch is alter'd in a 
So let it be decreed that Death dei 
The beast who saya that Love's a thing to sbuiu, 
A man's just worth the good that he can hold. 
And where no love is found, no good is there, 
On that there's nothing that I 
So now, my Sonnet, go as you are 

To lovers and their sweethearts everywhere. 
And say I made you far Becchi 



Of Biccbina, the Sh^emahr's D^ughUr. 
Why, if Becchina's heart were diamond. 

And all the other parts of her were steel, 

As cold to love aa snows when they coOijea 
In lands to which the sun may not get round ; 
And if her father were a giant crowa'd 

And not a donkey born to stitching shoes ; 

Or I were but an ass myself; — to use 
Such harshness, scarce could to her praise redtfuO 
Yet if she'd only for a minute hear, 

And I could speak if only pretty well, 
I'd let her know that I'm her happiness i 
That I'm her life should also be made clear, 

With other thingB thaiV^e i\q(imA whk.11-. 
And then I feel ^uite suie sWi^Tva-aetX 
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VI. Sonnet 
To Mcsitr AngioFtiri, kit Falher. 

I'd a sack of florins, aad al! new 
(Pack'd tight together, freshly -coin'd and fine). 
And AreidoBSO aad Montegiovi mine,i 
And quite a glut of eagle-pieces too, — 
It were but as three farthings to my view 

Without Beeehina. Why then all these plots 
To whip me, daddy ! Now for instance, what's 
The sin of all the Saracens to you ? 
For I protest (or may I be stivick dead!) 
My love's so firmly planted in its place, 

Whipping nor hanging now could change the 
grain. 

tnd if you want my reason on this head, 
It is that whoso loots her in the face, 

Though he were old, geiB back his youth again. 

VII. Sonnet 
Of the zoih June, 1291. 

Pm fnll of everything I do not want 

And have not that wherein I should find case ; 
For alway till Beeehina brings me peace 

The heavy heart I bear must toil and pant. 

That so all written paper would prove scant 

(Though in its space the Bible you might squeeze). 
To say how like the flames of furnaces 

I burn, remembering what she used lo grant. 

Than all those kisses wherewith I kept tune 
All in an instant (I who now have none!) 
Jpon her mouth ( I and no other man ! ) 

" I sweetly on the twentieth day of June 

In the new year twelve-huodreA-ttmeV'j-Ci'cie, 

' Pethxps tke oames of hii fatWc's estate*. 
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VI 11. Sonnet 
In absence from Becchina. 

My heart's ao heavy with a hundred things 

That I feel dead a hundred timea a day : 
Yet death would be the least of aufFerings, 

For life's all suffering save what's slept away: 
Though even in sleep there is no dream but bring! 

From dream-land euch dull torture as it may, 
And yet one moment would pluck out these stii 

If for one moment she were mine to-day 
Who gives my heart the anguiah that it has. 

Each thought that seeks my heart for its abode 

Becomes a wan and sorrow- a trie ken guest ; 
Sorrow has brought me to so sad a pass 

That men look sad to meet me on the road ; 

Nor any road Ja mine that leads to rest. 



IX. Sonnet 
Of Becchma in a rage. 
When I behold Bee china in a rage, 
Just like a little lad I trembling stand 
Whose master tells him to hold out his hand 
Had I a lion's heart, the eight would wage 
Such war against it, that in chat sad stage 
I'd wish my birth might never have lieen plan 
And curae the day and hour that I was bann'd 
With such a p!ague for my life's heritage. 
Yet even if I should sell me to the Fiend, 
I must so manage matters in some way 
That for her rage I may not care a fig ; 
Or else from death I cannot long he scrcen'd 
So I'll not blink the fact, W 'jUtoI-j sa^ 
It'a time I got my va\ovii to ^^o'w y^^' 
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He rmh againti Dante, luho had ceniured hit 
homage to Becchina.^ 
'ANTE AuGHiERi in BecchJna's praise 
Won't have me fling, and bears him like my lord. 
He's but a pinchbeck florin, on ray word ; 
logar he seems, but salt's in all his ways ; 
"e looks like whcaten bread, who's bread of maize ; 
He's but a aty, though like a tower in height} 
A falcon, till you find that he's a kite ; 
lall him a cock ! — a hen's more like his case. 
Co DOW to Florence, Sonnet of my own, 

And there with dames and maids hold pretty paries, 
And say that all he is doli only seem. 
And I meanwhile will make him better known 
Unto the Count of Provence, good King Charles ; 
And in this way we'll singe his skin for him. 

XI. Sonnet 
Of h'li four Tormentors. 
I'm caught, like any thrush tbe nets surprise. 

By Daddy and Becchina, Mammy and Love. 
As to ray father, let thus much suffice,— 

Each day he damns me, and each hour thereof: 
Becchina wants so much of all that's nice. 

Not Mahomet himself could yield enough : 
And Love still sets me doting In a trice 

On trulls who'd seem the Ghetto's proper stuff. 
My mother don't do much because she can't, 

But I may count it just as good as done. 
Knowing the way and not the will's her want. 

To-day I tried a kiss with her — just one — 
To see if I could make her sulks at3u.at\ 

She said, " The devil rip you a^, m"j whi\" 
C See Editorial Notes.^ 
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XII. Sonnet. 
Concermng his Father* 

The dreadful and the desperate hate I bear 
My father (to my praise, not to my shame) 
Will make him live more than Methusalem ; I 

Of this I've long ago been made aware. 

Now tell me. Nature, if my hate's not fair. ' 

A glass of some thin wine not worth a name 
One day I begg'd (he has whole butts o' the 
same), 

And he had almost kill'd me, I declare. 

" Good Lord, if I had ask'd for vernage-wine ! " 
Said I ; for if he'd spit into my face 
I wish'd to see for reasons of my own. 

Now say that I mayn't hate this plague of mine ! 
Why, if you knew what I know of his ways. 
You'd tell me that I ought to knock him down.^ 

^ I have thought it necessary to soften one or two expres- 
sions in this sonnet. 
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Of all he ■would da. 



t I were fire, I'd burD the world away ; 

If I were wind, I'd turn my storms thercoD ; 

If I were water, I'd soon let it drowD ; 
f I were God, I'd sink it from the day ; 
f I were Pope, I'd never feel quite gay 

Until there was no peace beneath the sun ; 

If I were Emperor, what would I have done '. — 
'd lop men's heads all round in my ownwayi 
f I were Death, I'd look my father up ; 

If I were Life, I'd run away from him ; 
And treat my mother to like calls and runs, 
[f I were Cecco (and that's all my hope), 

I'd pick the nicest girls to suit my whim, 
I And other folk should get the ugly ones. 

XIV. Sonnet. 
iff u past all Help. 

'or. a thing done, repentance is no good, 
Nor to aay after. Thus would I have doni 

n life, what's left behind is vainly rued ; 
f So let a man get used hia hurt to shun ; 
ffor on his legs he hardly may be stood 
[ Again, if once his fall he we!! begun. 
But to show wisdom's what I never could ; 
V So where I itch I scratch now, and all's i 
I'm down, and cannot rise in any way ; 
t For not a creature of my nearest kin 
. Would hoid me out a hand that I could reach. 
I pray you do not mock at what I say ; 
[; For so my lore's good grace ma^ 1 tiot ■> 
I If ever sonnet held eo true a a^eeA. 
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Of nuhy he is unhanged. 

Whoeveh without money is !□ love 

Had better build a gallows and go hang ; 
He dies not once, but oftener feels the pang 

Than he who was cast down from Heaven above. 

And certcs, for my sins, it's plain enough, 
If l-ove'a alive on earth, that he's myself, 
Who would not be so cursed with want of pelf 

If others paid my proper dues thereof. 

Then why am I not hang'd by my own hands I 
I answer : for this empty narrow chink 

Of hope ;— that I've a father old and rich, 

And that if once he dies I'll get his lands ; 

And die he must, when the sea's dry, I think. 
Meanwhile God keeps him whole and me i' 
ditch. 

XVI. boNNET. 

Of -why he -would bt a Scullion, 

I AM so out of love through poverty 
That if I see my mistress in the street 
I hardly can be certain whom I meet. 
And of her name do scarce remember me. 
Also my courage it has made to be 

So cold, that if I sufFer'd some foul cheat 
Even from the meanest wretch that one could fa 
Save for the sin I think he should go free. " 

Ay, and it plays me a still nastier trick j , 

For, meeting some who erewhile with me took 
Delight, I seem to them a roaring fire. 
So here's a truth whereat I need not stick : — , 
That if one could turn BcuWioii lo a. taciV, _ 
It were a thing to which one m\^t »ss^«- 
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XVII. Sonnet 
He argues his case <wilh Death, 

Srame&cy, Death, as you've my love to win, 
Just be impartial in your next assault ; 
And that you may not find yourself in fault, 
IVhate'er you do, be quick no* and begin. 
Ls oft may I be pouttded flat and thin 

" here are grains of salt, 

both you be not call'd, — 
M) me and him who sticks so in his skin. 
)r better still, look here ; for if I'm slain 
Alone,— his wealth, it's true, I'll never have, 
ct death is life to one who lives in pain : 
But if you only kill .Suidagno's knave, 
'm left in Siena (don't you see your gain I) 
Like a rich man who's made a galley-slave.' 

XVIII. SOKNET 

OfBecchina, and of htr Husband. 
WOULD like better in the grace to be 
Of the dear mistress whom I bear in mind 
(As once I was) than I should like to 6nd 
Rtrean] that wash'd up gold continually : 
icause no language could report of me 
' The joys that round my heart would then be twined, 
' Who now, without ber love, do seem reaign'd 
to death that bends my life to its decree. 
And one thing makes tbe matter still more sad : 
all the while I know the fault's my own, 
hat on her husband I take no revenge. 
Who's worse to her than is to me my dad. 

God send grief has not pull'd my courage down, 
That hearing this I laugh ; for it seems iwwi'jy. 
' He man; perhaps, that he should be mQ(« v^»« i-i' 
— iterf 67 hia creditor!. 
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XIX. Sonnet 
On the Death of his Father. 

Let not the inhabitants of Hell despair. 

For one's got out who seemM to be lock'd in ; 

And Cecco's the poor deyil that I mean, 
Who thought for ever and ever to be there. 
But the leafs turn'd at last, and I declare 

That now my state of glory doth begin ; 

For Messer Angiolieri's slipp'd his skin, 
Who plagued me. Summer and Winter, many a year. 
Make haste to Cecco, sonnet, with a will. 

To him who no more at the Abbey dwells ; 
Tell him that Brother Henry's half dried up.^ 
He'll never more be down-at-mouth, but fill 

His beak at his own beck,^ till his life swells 
To more than Enoch's or Elijah's scope. 

^ It would almost seem as if Cecco, in his poverty, had U 
last taken refuge in a religious house under the name of Bio- 
ther Henry (Prate Arrigo)^ and as if he here meant that 
Brother Henry was now decayed, so to ftpeak, through the 
resuscitation of Cecco. 

^ In the original words, **Ma di tal cibo imbecchi lo soo 
becco," a play upon the name of Beech ina seems iotended, 
which I have conveyed as well as I could. 
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XX. Sonnet 
He would slay all who hate their Fathers. 

Who utters of his father aught but praise, 

*Twere well to cut his tongue out of his mouth ; 
Because the Deadly Sins are seyen, yet doth 

No one provoke such ire as this must raise. 

Were I a priest, or monk in anyways. 

Unto the Pope my first respects were paid. 
Saying, " Holy Father, let a just crusade 

Scourge each man who his sire's good name gain- 
says." 

And if by chance a handful of such rogues 
At any time should come into our clutch, 

Fd have them cook'd and eaten then and there, 

If not by men, at least by wolves and dogs. 
The Lord forgive me ! for I fear me much 
Some words of mine were rather foul than fair. 
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XXI TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 

Sonnet 

He writes to Dantey then in exile at Verona ^ defying 
him as no better than himself, 

Dante Alighieri, if I jest and lie, 

You in such lists might run a tilt with me ; 

I get my dinner, you your supper, free ; 
And if I bite the fat, you suck the fry ; 
I shear the cloth and you the teazle ply ; 

If Fve a strut, who's prouder than you are ? — 

If I'm foul -mouth M, you're not particular ; 
And you're turn'd Lombard, even if Roman L 
So that, 'fore Heaven ! if either of us flings 

Much dirt at the other, he must be a fool : 
For lack of luck and wit we do these things. 

Yet if you want more lessons at my school. 
Just say so, and you'll find the next touch stings ; 

For, Dante, I'm the goad and you're the bull. 



GUIDO ORLANDI ' 



AS"'"''! Ihe " Whiu" GhikWrncs. 

Now of the liue o{ ashea are the Whites ; 
And they go following now after ihc kind 
Of creatures we call crabs, which, as some find, 

Will only seek iheir natural food o' nights. 

All day they hide ; their flesh has such sore fright 
Lest deaih be come for them on every wind, 
Lest now the Lion's,^ wraih be so inclined 

That ihey may never set their sin to rights. 

Guelf were they once, and now are Ghibellioe : 
Nothing but rebels henceforth be they named,— 
State-foes, as are the Uberti, every one. 

Behold, against the Whites all men must sign 
Some judgment whence no pardoo can be claim' 
Excepting they were offer'd to Saint John.* 
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LAPO GIANNI 

I. Madrigal 
IV hat Love shall provide for him. 

LovE) I demand to have my lady in fee. 

Fine balm let Arno be ; 
The walls of Florence all of silver reared, 
And crystal pavements in the public way. 

With castles make me fear'd. 
Till every Latin soul have own'd my sway. 

Be the world peaceful ; safe throughout each path 

No neighbour to breed wrath ; 
The air, Summer and Winter, temperate. 

A thousand dames and damsels richly clad 

Upon my choice to wait, 
Singing by day and night to make me glad. 

Let me have fruitful gardens of great girth 
Fill'd with the strife of birds. 
With water-springs, and beasts that house i' the 
earth. 

Let me seem Solomon for lore of words, 
Samson for strength, for beauty Absalom. 

Knights as my serfs be given ; 
And as I will, let music go atvd. torafc \ 
H'JJ at the last thou bring me uvio l^^viexv. 
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A Menace in charge far hi] Lady Lagia. 

Iallad, since Love liimself h;ith f'asbion'd thee 
Within my mind where he doth make abode, 
Hie thee to her who through mine eyes beslow'd 
[er blessing on my heart, which stays with me. 

lince thou wast born a handmaiden of Love, 
With every grace thou ahouidst he perfected, 
And everywhere seera gentle, wise, and sweet, 
knd for that thine aspect gives sign thereof, 
I do not tell thee, " Thus much must be said : "- — 
Hoping, if thou inheritest my wit, 
And com' St on her when speech may ill befit. 
Chat thou wilt say no words of any kind : 
when her ear is graciously inclined, 
Address her without dread submissively. 

Rfterward, when thy courteous speech is done 
(Ended with fair obeisance and salute 
To that chief forehead of aerenest good), 
W^ait thou the answer which, in heavenly tone. 
Shall haply stir between her lips, nigh mute 
For gentleness and virtuous womanhood. 
And mark that, if my homage please her mood, 
No rose shall be incarnate in her cheek. 
But her soft eyes shall seem subdued and nwck., 
And almost pale her face for deUcacj. 
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For, when at last thine amorous discourse 
Shall have possessed her spirit with that fear 
Of thoughtful recollection which in love 
Comes first, — then say thou that my heart implores 
Only without an end to honour her, 

Till by God's will my living soul remove : 
That I take counsel oftentimes with Love ; 
For he first made my hope thus strong and rife. 
Through whom my heart, my mind, and all my life, 
Are given in bondage to her signiory. 

Then shalt thou find the blessed refuge girt 
I' the circle of her arms, where pity and grace 
Have sojourn, with all human excellence : 

Then shalt thou feel her gentleness exert 

Its rule (unless, alack ! she deem thee base) : 
Then shalt thou know her sweet intelligence ; 
Then shalt thou see — O marvel most intense !- 

What thing the beauty of the angels is, 

And what are the miraculous harmonies 

Whereon Love rears the heights of sovereignty. 

Move, Ballad, so that none take note of thee. 
Until thou set thy footsteps in Love's road. 
Having arrived, speak with thy visage bow'd. 

And bring no false doubt back, or jealousy. 



1.— DINO FRESCOBALDI 

Sonnet 
Of -uihat hii Lmly ii. 
This is the damsel by whom love is brought 
To enter at his eyes that looks on her ; 
This is the righteous maid, the eomforier, 
Whom CTCry virtue honours unbesought. 
Love, joui-neying with her, unto smiles is wrought, 
Showing the glory which surrounds her there ; 
Who, when a lowly heart prefers its prayer. 
Can make that its transgreesiun come to nought. 
And, when she giveth greeting, by Love's rule, 
With sweet reserve she somewhat lifts her eyes. 
Bestowing that desire which speaks to us. 
Alone on what is noble looks she thus, 
Its opposite rejecting in like wiae. 
This pitiful young maiden beautiful. 

IL Sonnet 
Of Ihe Sutr of hh Lo-i^e. 
That star the highest seen in heaveu's expaoEe 
Not yet forsakes me with its lovely light : 
It gate me her who from her heaven's pure height 
Gives all the grace mine intellect demands. 
Thence a new arrow of strength is in my hands 
Which bears good will whereso it may alight ; 
So barb'd, that no man's body or soul its tijglit 
Has wounded yet, nor shall wound any man'R. 
Glad am I therefore that her grace should fall 
Not otherwise than thus j whose rich increase 
Is such a power as evil cannot dim. 
My sins within an instant perish'd all 
When I inhaled the light of bo mucU ^atc. 
And this Love knows i fot \ have vo\i. v. Ni«^ 
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Of the Doctrine of Voluntary Poverty. 

Manv there are, praiaers of Poverty ; 
The which as man's best stale is register'd 

When by free choice preferr'd. 
With strict observance having nothing here. 
For this they find certain authority 
Wrought of an over-nice interpreting. 

Now as concerns such thing, 
A hard extreme it doth to me appear. 

Which to commend I fear, 

s without some vice. 



Let every edifice 
Of work or word, see 
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nlind; 



Against the potent wind. 
And all things pcrilonB, so well prepared, 
That it need tio correction afterward. 



Lies broad the way to sin. 
For oftentimes it makes the judge unjust ; 
In dames and damsels doth their honour kill ; 
And begets violence and villainies. 

And theft and wicked Ilea, 
And casts a good man from his fellowa' trust. 

And for a little dust 
Of gold that lacks, wit seems aWV-ia^tno. 
If once the coat g.ne v 
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Of the bare hack, farewell all dignity. 

Each therefore sirives that he 
Should by no meanc admit her to his sight, 
• Who, only thought 00, makes his face turn white. 

Of poverty which seems by choice elect, 
I may pronounce from plain experience, — 

Not of mine own pretence, — 
That 'tis observed or unobserved at will. 
Nor its observance asks our full respect : 
For no discernment, nor integrity, 

Nor lore of life, nor plea 
Of virtue, can her cold regard instil. 

I call it shame and ill 
To name as virtue that which stifles good. 

I call it grossly rude. 
On a thing bestial to make consequent 

Virtue's inspired advent 
To understanding hearts acceptable : 
For the most wise most love with her to dwell. 

Here may'st thou find some issue of demur ; 
For lo! our Lord commendeth poverty. 

Nay, what His meaning be 
Search well : His words are wonderfully deep, 
Oft doubly sensed, asking interpreter. 
The state for each most saving, is His will 

For each. Thine eyes unseal. 
And look within, the inmost truth to reap. 

Behold what concord keep 
HJB holy words with His most holy life. 

In Him the power was rife 
Which to all things apportions time and place. 

On earth He chose such case ; 
And why} 'Twas His lo pomt a Vi\^m Xit. 
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But here, on earth, our senses show us still 
How they who preach this thing are least at peat 

And evermore increase 
Much thought how from this thing they should ei 
For if one such a lofty station fill. 
He shall assert his strength like a wild wolf. 

Or daily mask himself 
Afresh, until his will be brought to shape ; 

Ay, and so wear the cape 
That direst wolf shall seem like sweetest lamb 

Beneath the constant sham. 
Hence, by their art, this doctrine plagues the wo 

And hence, till they be hurl'd 
From where they sit in high hypocrisy. 
No corner of the world seems safe to me. 

Go, Song, to some sworn owls that we have kno 
And on their folly bring them to reflect : 

But if they be stifF-neck'd, 
Belabour them until their heads are down. 



SIMOriE DALL' ANTELLA 

Prolonged Somnet 

In the last Days of the Emperor Henry VII. 

a the road all shapea must travel by. 
How swiftly, to my thinking, now doth fare 
The wanderer who built his watchtower there 
Vhere wind is torn with wind continually ! 

Lo ! from the world and its dull pain to ily, 
Unto Buch pinnacle did he repair. 
And of her presence was not made aware, 

iVhoee face, that looks like Peace, is Death's own lie< 

lUas, Ambition, thou his enemy, 
Who liircBt the poor wanderer on hia way, 

But never bring 'at him where hia rest may be, — 
O leave him now, for he is gone astray 

Himself out of his very self through thee. 
Till now the broken stems his feet betray, 

And caught with boughs before and boughs behind, 

Deep in thy tangled wood he sinks entwined. 



GIOVANNfl QUIRING 
TO DANTE ALIGHIERI 

Sonnet 

He commends the nvork of Dante* s life, then dranvif^ A 
its close ; and deplores his own deficiencies. 

Glory to God and to God's Mother chaste, 
Dear friend, is all the labour of thy days : 
Thou art as he who evermore uplays 

That heavenly wealth which the worm cannot waste: 

So shalt thou render back with interest 

The precious talent given thee by God's grace : 
While I, for my part, follow in their ways j. 

Who by the cares d this world are possessed. Ij 

For as the shadow of the earth doth make 

The moon's globe dark, when so she is debarred 
From the bright rays which lit her in the sky,— 

So now, since thou my sun didst me forsake, 
(Being distant from me), I grow duU and hard, 
Even as a beast of Epicurus' sty. 
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DANTE ALIGHIERI 
TO GIOVANNI QUIRINO 

Sonnet 

He answers the foregoing Sonnet ; saying what he feels 

at the approach of Death. 

The King by whose rich grace His servants be 
With plenty beyond measure set to dwell 
Ordains that I my bitter wrath dispel 

And lift mine eyes to the great consistory ; 

Till, noting how in glorious -quires agree 
The citizens of that fair citadel, 
To the Creator I His creature swell 

Their song, and all their love possesses me. 

So, when I contemplate the great reward 

To which our God has calPd the Christian seed, 
I long for nothing else but only this. 

And then my soul is grieved in thy regard. 

Dear friend, who reck^st not of thy nearest need, 
Renouncing for slight joys the perfect bliss. 
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APPENDIX TO PART II 

Giovanni Boccaccio 

SivEKAL of the Httlc-known soaueta of : 
reference to Dante, but, being written in the gencralin 
which followed his, do not belong lo the body of n_ 
Becond division. I therefore place three of them here 
together with a few more specimens from the S3 

There is nothing which gives Boccaccio a grea 
claim to our regard than the enthusiastic reverence w 
which he loved to dw?Ii on the Commedia and on ' 
memory of Dante, who died when he was seven y« 
old. This is amply proved by his Life of the Poet 
and Gjmmentary on the Poem, as well as by other 
passages in his writings both in prose and poetry. I 
cannot pretend to liave achieved a knowledge of hi* 
(both to writer and readtr) more arduous poetical 
uiidertakiiiga, the Teseiile, the Ninfule Ficioiaii _ ' 

^ to that clasH of works regard 



,.11, c. 



ing which most men can lei 
never did read them and thi 
ever, the use which Chaucc 
and FUoilmtu might alone 

The first of the three following sonnet; 

Boccaccio's public reading and elucidation 

which took place at Florence, ^ a ieCTee di iVe « 

''' '373- "^^^ second soimet B\\o'Nft\\o'« 'Avt^- 



that the; 
they never will. How- 
has made of the 1 
Lduce us to regard the« 
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ninda of the generation which immediately succeeded 
Dante already paid unhesitating tribute to hia political 
<W well aa poetical greatness. In the third sonnet, it 
}» interesting to note the personal love and conlidence 
with which Boccaccio could address the spirit of his 
eighty master, unknown to him in ths flesh. 



To onr 'who k,,/ censured hh p„hlk Expsiition of 
Dank. 

If Dante mourns, there wheresoe'er he be, 
That aueh high fancies of a soul bo proud 
Should be laid open to the vulgar crowd 

(As, couching my Discourse, I'm told by thee), 

This were my grievous pin ; and certainly 
My proper blame uhould not be disavow'd ; 
Though hereof somewhat, I declare aloud. 

Were due to others, not alone to nie. 

False hopes, true poverty, and therewithal 
The blinded judgment of a host of friends, 
And their entreaties, made that I did thus. 

But of all this there is no gain at nil 

Unto the tliankless souls with whose base ends 
Nothing agrees that's great or generous. 



11 

Itticripiiaa J'or a Porlrail af Danie. 

Dante Alighiekt, a dark oracle 

Of wisdom and of art, I am ; whose mind 
Has to my country such great gifts asev^w'i. 

That men itccount my powecK a miYadc. 
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My lofty fancy pass'd 

As higli as " 

And in my 
Of earthly Ion 
Rcnown^il Fl< 

Stepmother 
Through 



Hell, „ 

id uncoDfineJ; 
ible boot doth every kind 
nd heavenly doctrine dwell. 
:nce was my mother, — nay, 
iio me her piieoue son, 
n of cursed slander's tongue and W 
Ravenna eheltered me so cast away ; 

My body is with her, — my soul with One 
For whom no envy can make dim the truth. 

in 

To Danlc in Paradite, after Fiamtrietla'i dealt. 

DANTt, if thou within ihe sphere of Love, 
As 1 believe, remain'ot contemplating 
Beautiful Beatrice, whom ihou didst sing 
Erewhile, and so wast drawn to her above ; — 
Unless from false life true life thee remove 
So far that Love's forgotten, let me bring 
One prayer before thee : for an easy thing 
This were, to thee whom I do ask it of, 
I know that where all joy doth most abound 
In the third Heaven, my own Piammetta sees 
The grief which I have borne since she is deac 
O pray her (if mine image be not drowo'd 
In Lethe) that her prayers may never ce 
Until I reach her and a.ni comforted. 

I add three further examples of Boccaccio's poetn 
chosen for their beauty alone. Two of tbeee relate q 
Maria d'Aquino, the lady whom, in his writings, 1 
calls Fiammetta, 

The last has a playful chactn very characteristic a 
the author of the Decameron i tiVic "«.» ^^''^^J 
colour ^to our modern minds, ^m\W?.ei f 



APPENDIX TO PART II 307 

whole pageant of Italian An) might recall ihe painted 
pastorals of Giorgione, 



Df Fiammella singing. 

Love steer'd my course, while yet the sun rode hig 
On Scylla'a waters to a myrile-grove ; 
The heaven was still and the sea did not move ; 
et now and then a little breeze went by 

Stirring the tops of trees against the Aky ; 
And then I heard a song ae glad as love. 
So sweet that never yet the like thereof 

Was heard in any mortal company. 
A nymph, a goddess, or an angel sings 
Unto herself, within this chosen place, 

Of ancient loves ; " so said I at that sound. 

A.nd there my lady, 'mid t)ie shadowinga 

Of tnyrtle-trees, 'mid flowers and grassy apace. 
Singing T saw, with others who sat round. 



Of his lait lighl of h\ 

Round her red garland and her golden hair 
1 saw a fire about Fiammetta'a head ; 
Thence to a little cloud I watch'd it fade, 
Than silver or than gold more brightly fair i 
And like a pearl that a gold ring doth bear, 
Even BO an angel sat therein, who sped 
AJone and glorious throughout heaven, array 'd 
In sapphires and in gold that lit the air. 
Then I rejoiced as hoping happy things, 
Who rathef ahouJd have then disceriCA \\o'»i Goi. 
Had haste to make my lady a\\ Vi\a o'Mti, 
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Even as it came to pass. And with these stings 
Of sorrow, and with life's most weary load 
I dwell, who fain would be where she is gone. 

VI 
Of three Girls and of their Talk. 

By a clear well, within a little field 

Full of green grass and flowers of every hue. 
Sat three young girls, relating (as I knew) 

Their loves. And each had twined a bough to shield 

Her lovely face ; and the green leaves did yield 
The golden hair their shadow ; while the two 
Sweet colours mingled, both blown lightly through 

With a soft wind for ever stirr'd and still'd. 

After a little while one of them said 

(I heard her), "Think! If, ere the next hour 
struck, 
Each of our lovers should come here to-day, 

Think you that we should fly or feel afraid? ** 
To whom the others answer'd, ** From such luck 
A girl would be a fool to run away." 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES 

rENGLlSH AND ITALIANJ 

jkCEBTAtN youthful lady in Tlioulous^ 
• Una giovine donna di Tal 
K^3ay Bgone as I rode >>ul1etily 

Cavalcando rallritrper uj 
p fresh content of Iresh enamc 
' Novella gioia t ^ 
11 gentle tbougbl there is will often Stan 
^ Ctntil ptnsiiro tht f aria di vat . 
A \aAy in whom love is manifest 

La htlla donna dove Amor si mostn . 
jf^as (or iDB who loved a Talcon well 

Tafiina me che anava una spttrvicra . 
Albdt my prayers have not so long deiayed 

A'Biieg'"' c^ed 10 la'aggiu fii fier temfa 
A little wild yrd sonielimea at niy ear 

Avgellelto leivaggio per itagume . 

my thoughts always speak to me of Love 

Tutli li miei pensier parlan d'Ainore 
All the whole world is living without war 
' Tutle lo mondo vive senta guerra 



ihtpertat 
Along the road all shapes niusi tr 
B „. „■- ,^ tallre/on 

D Should bold io very deai 
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Among the faults we in that book descry 
Infra gli altrl difetti del libello . 

And every Wednesday as the swift days move 
Og'ni Mercoledl corredo grande . 

And in September O what keen delight 
Di Settembre vi do diletti tanti . 

And now take thought, my Sonnet, who is he 
Sonetto mio, anda o' lo divisi * .' . : 

And on the morrow at first peep o' the day 
Alia domane al parere del giorno 

As I walked thinking through a little grove 
Passando con pensier per un boschetto . 

As thou wert loth to see before thy feet 
Se non ti caggia la tua Santalena 

A thing is in my mind 

Venuto m'i in talento ..... 

At whiles (yea oftentimes) I muse over 
Spessefiate venemi alia menie 

A very pitiful lady very young 

Donna pietosa e di novella etate 

Ay me, alas I the beautiful bright hair 
Ohimi lasso quelle treccie blonde 

Ballad, since Love himself hath fashioned thee 
Ballata poi che ti compose Amore 

Beauty in woman the high will's decree 
Bella di donna e di saccente core 

Because I find not whom to speak withal 

Poich' io non trovo chi tneco ragioni . 

Because I think not ever to return 

Perch io non spero di tomar giammai 

Because mine eyes can never have their fill 
PoictU saziar non posso gli occhi miei 

Because ye made your backs your shields it came 
Guelji per fare scudo delle reni . 

Being in thought of love, I chanced to see 
Era in pensier cT amor quand^ io trovai 

Be stirring, girls I we ought to have a run 
State su donne che debbiam noifare . 

Beyond the sphere which spreads to widest space 
Oltre la spera che piU larga gira 

By a clear weW within a little field 

//i/orno ad unafonte in un ^taUWa . 
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3y the long sojourning 
Per lunga dimoranza 

"anst thou indeed be he that still would sing 
Sei tu colui ch! hai trattato sovente 

!)ante Alighieri, a dark oracle 

Dante Alighieri son Minerva oscura . 

)ante Alighieri, Cecco, your good friend 
Dante Alighier Cecco tuo servo ed amico 

^ante Alighieri, if I jest and lie 

Dante Alighier s' io son buon begolardo 

^ante Alighieri in Becchina's praise 
Lassar vuol lo trovare di Becchina 

3ante, a sigh that rose from the heart's core 
Dante un sospiro messagger del core . 

^ante, if thou within the sphere of Love 
Dante se tu nelT amorosa spera . 

Dante, since I from my own native place 
PoicK iofui Dante dal mio natal sito 

Dante, whenever this thing happeneth 
Dante quando per caso s' abbandona . 

Death, alway cruel. Pity's foe in chief 
Marie villana di Pietd nemica . 

Death, since I find not one with whom to grieve 
Morte poich^ io nan trovo a cui mi doglia 

Death, why hast thou made life so hard to bear 
Morte perchh tn' haifatta si granguerra 

Do not conceive that I shall here recount 
Non intendiate cK io qui le vi dica . 

Each lover's longing leads him naturally 
Naturalmente chere ogni amadore 

Even as the day when it is yet at dawning 
Come lo giomo quando t al mattino . 

Even as the moon amid the stars doth shed 
Come le stelle sopra la Diana 

Even as the others mock thou mockest me 
Con V altre donne mia vista gabbate , 

Fair sir, this love of ours 
Messer lo nostro amore 

Flowers hast thou in thyself and foliage 
Avete in voi lifiori e la verdura 

For a thing done repentance is no good 
A cosafattagid non val pentire 
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For certain he hath seen all perfectness 
Vede perfettamente ogni salute . 

For grief I am about to sing 

Di dolor mi conviene cantare 

For January I give you vests of skins 
lo dono vat nel mese di Gennaio 

For July in Siena by the willow-tree 
Di Luglio in Siena sulla sahciata 

For August be your dwelling thirty towers 
UAgosto si vi do trenta castella 

For no love borne by me 

Nonper ben cK io ti voglia 

For Thursday be the tournament prepared 
Ed ogni Giovedi torniamento 

Friend , well I know thou knowest well to bear 
Amico saccio hen che sai limare . 

Glory to God and to God's Mother chaste 
Lode di Dio e della Madre pura 

Gramercy, Death, as you've my love to win 
Morte mercb si ti priego e m' b in grato 

Guido, an image of my lady dwells 
Unafigura della donna mia 

Guido, I wish that Lapo, thou and I 
Guido vorrei che iu e Lapo ed io 

Guido, that Gianni who a day agone 

Guido quel Gianni che a tefu taltrieri 

Hard is it for a man to please all men 
Grevepuof uom piacere a tutta gente 

He that has grown to wisdom hurries not 
Uomo ch* k saggio non corre leggiero . 

Her face has made my life most proud and glad 
Lo viso mi fa andare allegramente 

I am all bent to glean the golden ore 
Io mi son dato tutto a tragger oro 

I am enamoured , and yet not so much 
Io sono innatnorato ma non tanto 

I am afar, but near thee is my heart 

Ionian vi son ma presso v' d lo core . 

I am so passing rich in poverty 
Eo son s\ ricco della povertate 

I am so out of love through poveriy 
Z.aj^avertd m' ha si disamorato . 
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I come to thee by daytime constantly 

lo vegno il giomo a te infinite volte . 

I felt a spirit of Love begin to stir 

/o mi sentii svegliar dentro dal core . 

If any his own foolishness might see 
Chi conoscesse, si la suafallanza . 

If any man would know the very cause 
Se alcun volesse la cagion savere 

If any one had anything to say 

Chi Messer Ugolin biasma o riprende 

If, as thou say'st, thy love tormented thee 
Se vi stringesse quanto dite amore 

If Dante mourns there wheresoe'er he be 
Se Dante piange dove cK el si sia 

If I'd a sack of florins and all new 
S' io avessi un sacco di fiorini . 

If I entreat this lady that all grace 

S* io prego questa donna che pietate . 

If I were fire I'd burn the world away 
5' io fossi foco arderei lo inondo 

If I were still that man worthy to love 
5' io fossi quello che d'amorfu degno 

If thou hadst offered friend to blessed Mary 
Se avessi detto amico di Maria 

If you could see, fair brother, how dead beat 
Fratelse tu vedessi questa gente 

I give you horses for your games in May 
Di Maggio si vi do molti cavagli 

I give you meadow-lands in April fair 
D'Aprile vi do la gentil campagna 

I have it in my heart to serve God so 

Io nC aggio posto in core a Dio servire 

I hold him verily of mean emprise 

Tegno difolle impresa alio ver dire . 

I know not, Dante, in what refuge dwells 
Dante io nan odo in qual albergo suoni 

I laboured these six years 
Sei anni ho travagliato 

I look at the crisp golden-threaded hair 
Io miro i crespi e gli biondi capegli . 

I'm caught like any thrush the nets surprise 
BaMo Becchina Amore e mia madre . 
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I'm full of everything I do not want 
lo ho tutte le cose cK io nan voglio 

In February I give you gallant sport 
Di Fehbraio vi do no bella caccia 

In March I give you plenteous fisheries 
Di Marzo si vi do una peschiera 

In June I give you a close-wooded fell 
Di Giugno dowi una tnontagnetta 

I play this sweet prelude 

Doke cominciamento ..... 

I pray thee, Dante, shouldst thou meet with Love 

Se vedi Amore assai ii prego Dante . 

I thought to be for ever separate 

Io mi crtdea del tutto esser partito 

I've joUiest merriment for. Saturday 
E il Sabato diletto ed allegranza 

I was upon the high and blessed mound 
lofui in sulV alto e in sul beato tnonte 

I would like better in the grace to be 

Io vorrei innanzi in grazia ritomare 

Just look, Manetto, at that wry-mouthed minx 
Guarda Manetto quella scrignutuzza 

Ladies that have intelligence of Love 
Donne che avete intelletto dt Amore 

Lady, my wedded thought 
La mia am^rosa mente 

Lady of Heaven, the Mother glorified 
Donna del cielo gloriosa madre . 

Lady, with all the pains that I can take 
Donna io forzeraggio lo podere . 

Last All-Saints' holy-day even now gone by 
Di donne io vidi una gentile schiera 

Last for December houses on the plain 
E di Decembre una cittcL in piano 

Let baths and wine-butts be November's due 
E di Novembre petriuolo e ilbagno * 

Let Friday be your highest hunting-tide 
Ed ogni Venerdi gran caccia e forte 

Let not the inhabitants of hell despair 
Non si disperin quelli dello Inferno 

ho, I am she who makes the wheel to turn 
/? jwiz /a donna che volgo la rota 
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x)ve and the gentle heart are one same thing 
Amore e cor'gentil son una cosa . 

-ove and the lady Lagia, Guido and I 

Amore e Monna Lagia e Guido ed io . 

-.ove hath so long possessed me for his own 
Si lungamente nt* ha tenuto Amore . 

-eve, I demand to have my lady in fee 
Amore io chero mia donna in domino » 

-eve's pallor and the semblance of deep ruth 
Color d' amore e di pietd sembianti 

*ove steered my course, while yet the Sun rode high 
Guidommi Amor ardendo ancora il Sole . 

A>ve taking leave my heart then leaveth me 
Amor s' eo parto il cor si parte e dole . 

*ove will not have me cry 

Amor non vuol ch' io clami 

iany there are, praisers of poverty 
Molti son quei che lodan povertade 

Marvellously elate 

Maravigliosamente ..... 

laster Bertuccio, you are call'd to account 
Messer Bertuccio a dritto uom vi cagiona . 

iaster Brunetto, this my little maid 
Messer Brunetto questa pulzelletta 

line eyes beheld the blessed pity spring 
Videro gli occhi miei quanta pietate . 

ly body resting in a haunt of mine 

Poso il corpo in un loco mio pigliando 

iy curse be on the day when first I saw 
Io maladico il di cK io vidi imprima 

4y heart's so heavy with a hundred things 
Io ho si tristo il cor di cose cento . 

ly lady carries love within her eyes 

Negli occhi porta la mia donjia amore 

ly lady looks so gentle and so pure 
Tanto gentile e tanto onesta pare 

fly lady mine, I send 

Madonna mia a voi mando 

ly lady, thy delightful high command 
Madonna vostro a Itero piacimento 

lero, thus much for tidings in thine ear 
Novella ti so dire odi Nerone 
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Never was joy or good that did not soothe 
Gioia ni ben non h senza conforto 

Next for October to some sheltered coign 
Di Ottobre nel conta cfi ha buono stallo 

No man may mount upon a golden stair 
Non vi si monta per iscala d" oro 

Now of the hue of ashes are the Whites 
Color di cenerfaUi son li Bianchi 

Now these four things if thou 
Quattro cose chi vuole . 

Now to Great Britain we must make our way 
Ora si passa nella Gran Bretagna 

Now when it flowereth 
Oramai quando flore . 

Now with the moon the day-star Lucifer 
Quando la luna e la stella diana 

Often the day had a most joyful mom 
Spesso di gioia nasce ed incomenza 

Of that wherein thou art a questioner 

Di cid che stato sei dimandatore . 

O Lady amorous 

Donna amorosa .... 

O Love, O thou that for my fealty 

O tu Amore che tn* haifatto martire 

O Love, who all this while hast urged me on 
Amor che lungiamente nC hai menato 

On the last words of what you write to me 
A I motto diredan prima ragione 

O Poverty, by thee the soul is wrapped 
O Povertd come tu sei un manto . 

O sluggish hard ingrate, what doest thou 
O lento pigro ingrato ignar chefai 

O thou that often hast within thine eyes 
O tu che porti negli occhi sovente 

Pass and let pass, — this counsel 1 would give 
Per consiglio ti do d^ passa passa 

Prohibiting all hope 

Levandomi speranza . 

Remembering this — how Love 
Membrando cid che Amore . 

Round her red garland and ber goVdfcw Vx^Ar 
Sovra lijior vermigli e i capei d oro . 
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Sapphire nor diamond nor emerald 
Diamante nh smeraldo ni zaffino 

Say, wouldst thou guard thy son 
Vuoi guardar tuo figliuolo , 

Set Love in order, thou that lovest me 
Ordina quest' Atnore o tu che m' ami . 

So greatly thy great pleasaunce pleasured me 
Si m' abbelUo la vostra gran, piacenza 

Song, 'tis my will that thou do seek out Love 
Ballata io vo che tu ritruovi Amore . 

Stay now with me and listen to my sighs 
Venite a intender li sospiri miei 

Such wisdom as a little child displays 
Saver che sente un picciolo fantino 

That lady of all gentle memories 
Era venuta nella mente mia 

That star the highest seen in heaven's expanse 
Quest altissima stella che si vede 

The devastating flame of that fierce plague 
V ardentejiamma delta fiera peste . 

The dreadful and the desperate hate I bear 
Ilpessimo e it crudel odio cK io porta 

The eyes that weep for pity of the heart 
Gli occhi dolenti per pietd del core 

The flower of virtue is the heart's content 
Fior di virtU si h gentil coraggio 

The fountain-head that is so bright to see 
Ciascuna fresca e dolce fontanella 

The King by whose rich grace His servants be 
Lo Re che merta i suoi servi a ristoro 

The lofty worth and lovely excellence 
Lo gran valore e lo pregio amoroso 

The man who feels not moie or less somewhat 
Chi non sente d* Amore o tanto o quanto 

The sweetly-favoured face 
La dolce ciera piacente 

The thoughts are broken in my memory 
Cib che m' incontra nella mente more . 

The very bitter weeping that ye made 
L amaro lagrimar che voifaceste 

There is a time to mount to humble thee 
Tem/o tnen di saiire e di scendere 
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There is a vice which oft 
Un vizio h che laudato 

There is a vice prevails 

Par che un vizio pur regni 

There is among my thoughts the joyous plan 
lo hopensato difare un gioiello . 

Think a brief while on the most marvellous arts 
Se 7 suhietto preclaro O Citiadini 

This book of Dante's, very sooth to say 
In veritd questo libel di Dante . 

This fairest lady, who, as well I wot 

Questa leggiadra donna ched io sento . 

This fairest one of all the stars whose flame 
La delta stella che suafiamma tiene . 

This is the damsel by whom Love is brought 
Questa i la giovinetta cK amor guida 

Thou sweetly-smelling fresh red rose 
Rosafresca aulentissima . 

Thou that art wise let wisdom minister 
Provvedi saggio ad esta visione . 

Thou well hast heard that RoUo had two sons 
Come udit' hai duefigliuoli ebbe Rollo 

Though thou indeed hast quite forgotten ruth 
Se m' hai del tutto ohliato m^rcede 

Through this my strong and new misaventure 
La forte e nova mia disawentura 

To a new world on Tuesday shifts my song 
E il Martedl li do un nuovo m^ndo . 

To every heart which the sweet pain doth move 
A ciascun alma presa e gentil core . 

To see the green returning 

Quando veggio rinverdire . 

To sound of trumpet rather than of horn 
A suon di tromba innanzi che di como 

To the dim light and the large circle of shade 
Al poco giorno ed al gran cerchio d" ombra 

Two ladies to the summit of my mind 

Due donne in cima delta mente mia . 

Unto my thinking thou beheld'st all worth 
VedesH al mio parere ogni valore 

Unto that lowly lovely maid 1 v/\s 
A ^uella amorosetta forosilla 
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Unto the blithe and lordly fellowship 
Alia hrigata nohile e cortese 

Upon a day came Sorrow in to me 
Un di si venne a me MelancoUa 

Upon that cruel season when our Lord 
Quel la crude I stagion che a giudicare 

Vanquished and weary was my soul in me 
Vinta e lassa era gid T anima mia . 

Weep, Lovers, sith Love's very self doth weep 
Piangete amanti poi chepiange A more 

Were ye but constant Guelfs in war or peace 
Cosi faceste voi o guerra o pace . 

Wert thou as prone to yield unto my prayer 
Cosifossi tu acconcia di donarmi 

Whatever good is naturally done 

Qualunque ben si fa naturalmente 

Whatever while the thought comes over me 
Quantunque volte lasso mi rimembra . 

What rhymes are thine which I have ta'en from thee 
Quai son le cose vostre ch* io vi tolgo . 

Whence come you all of you so sorrowful 
Onde venite voi cosipensose 

When God had finished Master Messerin 
Quando Iddio Messer Messerin fece 

When I behold Becchina in a rage 

Quando veggio Becchina corrucciata . 

When Lucy draws her mantle round her face 
Chi vedesse a Lucia un var cappuzzo . 

When the last greyness dwells throughout the air 
Quando t aria comincia afarsi bruna 

Whether all grace have failed I scarce may scan 
Non so s' d merch che mo vene a meno . 

Whoever without money is in love 
Chi i senza denari innamorato . 

Who is she coming whom all gaze upon 

Chi i questa che vien ch' ogn uom la mira 

Whoso abandons peace for war-seeking 
Chi va cherendo guerre e lassa pace . 

Who utters of his father aught but praise 
Chi dice di suo padre altro che onore . 

Why from the danger did not mine eyes slarl 
/'ercA^ non/uro a me gli occhi dispenii 



319 

FACE 

77 

214 

70 
270 

75 
108 

282 

194 

273 
210 

lOI 

284 
20 

133 
70 

288 

224 

62 

291 



320 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES 



Why, if Becchina's heart were diamond 
Se di Becchina il cor fosse diamante . 

Within a copse I met a shepherd maid 
In un boschetto trovai pastorella 

Within the gentle heart Love shelters him 
Al cor gentil ripara sempre A more . 

With other women I beheld my love 
lo vidi donne con la donna mia . 

Woe's me ! by dint of all these sighs that come 
Lasso per forza de' molti sospiri . 

Wonderful countenance and royal neck 
yiso mirabil gola morgan ata 

Yea, let me praise my lady whom I love 
lo vo del ver la mia donna lodare 

Ye graceful peasant-girls and mountain maids 
Vaghe le montanine e pastorelle . 

Ye ladies, walking past me piteous-eyed 
Voi donne chepietoso atto mostrate 

Ye pilgrim-folk advancing pensively 
Deh peregrini che pensosi andate 

You that thus wear a modest countenance 
Voi che portate la sembianza umile 

Your joyful understanding, lady mine 
Madonna vostra altera canoscenza 
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[* Pp. 310, 314. I have given the' first lines of the Italian in 
the readings adopted by Rossetti. But it should be noted that 
the first line of Folgore's sonnet, on p. 84, should be Sonetto 
mio a Niccolb di Nisi (the name of the head of the brigata), 
and the right reading of that on p. 83 is E di Novembre a 
Petriuolo al bagno (a reference to the baths of Petriuolo near 
Siena). — Editor.] 



This issue of Dante Gabriel Rossetti's translation of 
The Earlt Italian Poets and The Vita Nuova has 
been edited by Mr. Edmund G. Gardner, 'who has 
added the accompanying Notes. The ** editio princeps," 
•which appeared Christinas 1861, has been used as the 
basis of this editi(m, 

Bedford Strskt, 
Mickatlmas 1904. 
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EDITORIAL NOTES 

Since Rossetti wrote his beautiful book, whicb stands as 
la.ndina.rk in the history of literaiy relations between Engl 
, much more has became known concerning 



;arly lullai 



wn life. The resu 
wliile the iranalatioDS (which, in the case 
a5crib«l (D poels "chiefly before Dante," have be«i gl 
to such an ement in their passage through Rosselli'; — 
to be as much his as the authors" to whom they are . __„.. 
retain Iheir wonderful and imperishable beauty, Ihe prose 

knowledge of the subject, and are to a large 
Instead of supplementing them by long noti 
which would inevitably seem ungracious anu nrcvereni « 
memory of Ibe great poel from whoae work so many of tis 
our first knowlejlge of the lyrical poetry of early Italy, I 
llion^ht it better lo omit these introductions altogether, ii 
porating the more importaht and valuable passages in the . 
of quotations in tlie notes. I have, of couise. scnipidous^ 

preserved his ascriptions and headings lo Ihe poems Ih ' — 

merely indicating in Ihe notes where they no longer comspontf 
to the results of more recent investigations ajid studies. I ham 
likewise ventured lo omit, for similar reasons, the (irsl Appendij: 
to the Second Part, that dealt with Ihe sonnets interchange!) 
between Danle and Forcse Donati. Allhoogh Rosselti 
undoubledly be regarded as a pioneer in not rtiJEcdng 
correspondence as apocryphal, nevertheless, after Ihe remaiif- 
able researches of Isidoro del Lnngo (Z)a«K ne' TrmpidiDan^ 
Bologna, 1888), his account and version of these sonneu "- — 
no longer sufficient value 10 make them worth retcn ' 
the iranslatQr himself, from his description of them 
very filmiest of all Ihe will-o'-the-wisps which have be 
making this book^" would probably have been the first to adodl 
that they had no imporiance for their own sake. 

At the end of his Preface, Rosselti gave the folkiwing "t 
of the works which have chiefly contributed lo the malenals 
the present volume " ; — 

' I. PixH del primo secolo della Lingua Italiana. a w 
(Firenie. 1B16.) 

II. RaccoltadiStineanticluT0scane. 4vol. (Palermo. 181; 

III. Manualc deUa Ltlleralura dtl prtmti Sicah, del Pnf. ' 

Naanucci. 3 vol, (Flrenie. 1843.) 

IV. Poesii Italiani inedite di dugiata aulori ; racctlH i_ 

fVancesco Trucchi. 4 vol. (Prato. 1S46.J 
V. C^re MinoH di Dantt. Ediiiant di ¥. S.. YmJotOi 
(Fireaie. 1843, &c.) 
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n. Sitae di Guida Cava/cariti : raccollt da A. Cicciapord. 
» ^i^renie. 1B13.) 

'ila t Paesii di Messir Cino da fistoia. Edixiom di 
y S, CtampL (PisE. 1813.) 

Til. DocttmenH dAmore: dt Pranctsca da Barbtrina. An- 
^^ notali da F. Ubaldini. (Roma. 1640.) 

C Del S/ggimen/o e dei Costami deltt Donne ; di Francesco 

da Barhtrino. (Roma. 181:5,) 
, /; DiUamondo di Fatie degli UterH. (Milano. 1826.) " 
"Wot the benefil of ibe laller-day reader, I may add the 
Wowing: — 
k Monad, Creilomatia Italiana dei primi seciiti. (Citti di 

Caaello. 1889.) 
* C-asa.LeRiaudeiPottiBohignesidelsecoloxiii. (Bdlogoa. 
^^ 1B8..) 

Carducci, Rime di Mesur Cino da Pistvia ed'allri del sttole 

xiv. (Florence. 1863.) 
Ercole, Guido Cevakanti e Ic sas Pime. (Livorno. 1885.) 
Renier, Liriihe edili ed inidile di Faiio degli Ulerti. 

(Florence. 1883.) 
Navone, Ze Rime di Folgerx da San Gemignann e di Cene 
dalaChilarradAretio. (Bologna. 1880.) 
. For a bibljograipli]' of editions and works up<nn the early 
ilalian poets, the English rradw is referred to Dr. Hermann 
Oelsner, TIU Hislory 0/ Party Ilalian Literature ia the Death 
if Dante. IranilaUd from tie German cf Adalfo Gaspary 
Ajondon, 1901); and, for Dante and the poets niealioned hy 
Vat, 10 Dr. Paget Toynbee, A Dictionary af Ike Prefer Names 
— ■' Nulable Matters ia the tVeris ^ Dante {Oxfaid. 1B98). 

EDMUND G. GARDNER. 
I Rome. May I, 1904. 



PART I 

•~, P. 3, This Sicilian dialogue [coHlrasIs) between Lover and 

'ct^dy was formerly thought 10 be one of the earliest eUaat 

, ItalioB poems, and ivas ascribed la the last quaiter of the 

^trelirih eealury. Modern ciitics date it some iifty yeafs ls.ter 

■fgL least. The name of its author is doubtful, Dante quotes 

'A anonymously iti the De Vulgari Blequentia (i. la], as an 

"Htaple of tbe language of Sicily. 

P. 13. This canzone likewise used to be assigned to the last 

lUJter of the twelfUi century, aod was considered the ticu 

[ample of a regular Italian canzone or ode. Xs. a. TO.a»»t rfv 

tbet. Foldcchieio da' Folcacchieti wtole ataou). ttie leii viv>- 
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BDITORIM; HOTBS 

"This speechn" wrote Rosseiti, "occurs in . 
Divine love, balf ecslatie, baif scbolastic, and bardi 
The poem (which appears to be more p " 
atily by Jacopone da, Todi, who diea in 1306, than 
St. Francis} begins Ihiis ;— 

Peieb6 m' hai 5I ferilo ? 
Lo cor tult' ho partita 
El arde per amore. 

P. 17. It seems certfLin Ibal Frederick II. (died 1B50) «i 
poetry; but the autheaticity of this and the otber pieces ascnl 
to bim is highly qucstionaUe. The same remark applies 10 
son. King Enio, who died in captivity ol Bologna in 19 
Rosselti wrote Ihat this poem " has great passionals beauty; 
1 believe that an aUegorieal interpretation may here proha 
be admissible ; itnd that the lady ot the poem maybe the Emp 
or perhaps the Church lierself, held in bondage by the Pope." 

P. 20, Guido Guinicelli, or Guiniielli, belonged to thefamil 
of the Prindpi, Ghibellines of BolDgna, with whom he 
eiUcd from his native city in 1374. He died a (ew years afta 
wards. Giiido was the greatest Italian poel before Dante, wl 
bails him as his father in the poetic art {Purg., mvi. 97-9} 
and whose admiration for bim was unboundid (CoKaiva, ■' 
ao; De Vulgari Bloqatalia, fasnrrt ; Vita Niu>va,%ao). '. 
inSnenceof hiscanumejll.), "Of the Gentle Heart," can 
traced tluoughoiil the Vila Nuova. It is quoted by Dl 
many limes {V.N.. g ao; C0nv..if. x>; Di f.E.. i. 9. ii, 
Cf. Inf. , V. lool. The other canzone (iv.) translated by Rosi 
is aba quoled in the Di Vftgaii Bioqutntia (ii. 6), 

Pp. a6, 37. Both those poets belong lo the first half of 
thirteenth cenlury. Nothing is known about them, 

P. 2g. Rinaldo d'Aquino was an Apulian poet coOnec 
with the Courl of Frederick II, and King Maa&ed, and tB_ 
place in the Sicilian School. There were several members oF 
the family of the Counts of Aquino (lo which St. Tbomaa 
Aquinas belonged) who bora the name of Rinaldo -, but On 
Paget Toynbee, in his Dante Dictionary, holds that the pc"" 
" is proliabl)' identical with the Rinaldo d'Aquino vibo, 
1257, was Kmg Manfred's viceroy in the province of Olrav 
andBari." He is quoted by Dante (i)* V.£..\. ta; ii. 5). 

P. 33, Jaropo da I-.entinOi "the Notary." was one oft 
chief poels of the Sicilian School in the first half of t 
thirteenth century. One of his canzoni (which is exlnnl, bul 
not one of IhoSB here translated) is quoted anonymously wi 
prBisebyDante(Z%r K.£,,i. 12), butin theZMiiiHn ComMaAa' 
IS somewbat disparaged in comparison viWa the Ttiscaa lyrii 
oftbe succeeding epoch [Purg. xxW. 5V^^• 
P. 43. Maaeo (Matleo) di Ricco ol Messiina. "vs Mmft^t ^ 
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, P. 47. Pannucdo dal Bagno is one of a group of poelB who 
flourisbed ai Pisa., about Ihe middle of Ihe tbiiteenlb century or 
B little later, and were closely associated with the Siciliiuis. 

P. 49. " Of this poet there seetns nothiug to be leaint ; but 
iw deserves special notice as possessing tather more poetic 
individuality than usual, and also as furnishing the only 
<lnElancei among Dante's predecessors, of a poem (and a very 
Itteauliful one) written on a lady's death " (Rosseld). It has 
ncenlly been shown by Francesco Torraca (Studi su la Lirica 
dtaliana del Dufcenio. Bologna, igoa) that this Giacomino 
Pogllese is probably to be idenilfied with Giacomo da Morra, 
«i Apnlian noble who was Podestiof Trevisoin the name of the 
BmpraoT in 1239, and was successivd]| imperial vicar in Spoleto 
and Ihe March of Ancona. but who, in the last years of Frede- 
' " \ life, deserted his cause for that of Pope Innocent IV. 

54. Fra Guiitone d'Arezzo, Guittone del Viva, 1=30-1294., 
a member of the order of Frali Gaudenti, or Cavalieri di 
jUaria, and the head of a school of Italian poetry. " He seems 
~ ' ve enjoyed a greater literary reputation than almost any 
- of his day ; but certainly his poems, of which many 
bave been preserved, cannot be said lo possess merit of a 
prominent kind ; and Dante shows by various allusions thai be 
considered them much over-rated. The sonnet I have given is 
somewhat remarkable, from Petrarch's having transplanted iU 
last Une into his TriBnfid'Amon(c3,p. iiL). Gnittone is the 
author of a series of Italian letters to various eminent persona, 

(Which are the earliest known epistolary writings in the 
lluguBge" (Rossetti). Foe Danles view of Gmtlone, of. 
, P«rg. x»iv, SS-fio, «VL [24-126 ; Di V.E., I 13, ii. 6. 

P. 57. Bonaggiuota Orbicciani d^li Dverardi da Lucca, 
' notary and poet of Lucca, died some time buwean I3g6 and 
' 1300. He IS placed in the circle of the Gluttonous in the 
■Piirgatorio (miv. 19, ao, 34-63), where he hails Dante as the 
■nthor of the Cftnione, Donne ch' Bjiete iHtetUlto it Anion. 

Pp. (>3-^i. Oneslo di Boncinia (of Bologna) and Terino da 
Castel Fiorenlino (in the Valdelsa] were friends and corre- 
■pondents of Cino da Pistoia. but were both laen of an older 
scDeralion. A canzone by Onesto is quoted, and he himself 
highly praised as a poet, in the De Vulgari Elognenlia (i. ij). 
It is disputed whether Cino or Terino is Ihe author of the 
sonnet (p. 964) sent to Dante in answer to the first sonnet of 
the Vila Nuodo. Meo Abbracciavacca, Simbuono Giudice, 
IdasoUno da Todi, Maestro Migliore. Dello da Signa 
Jwhose poem is not, strictly speaking, a ballata). belong tn Ibft 
latter half of Ihe Ihirfeenth century. 
P. 74- Polgore da San Gemignano musv \« ies«^*' *^ ^ 
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contemporary rather than a predecessor of Danle, as Ibese li 
sonnets to the Guelf fnclion show. Absoluielr nothing 
known of his life. He must havft been a fiirious Goelf, for 
an extraordinsry sonnet (not among Iho^ tr«i5laled ba 
beginning Ba nan li lodo, Dia. e hoh H adore, he Imrla t 
defiance at God Himself for having snffeied Uguccione at 
the Ghibellines to be victorious at Monleca.tini. There h 
been much discussion as to whether the " blithe and \txi 
fellowship" of the twelve sonnets on tbe Months is [he sai 
as the brigata referred to by Dante In Infeme, xxix., M 
whether Ine Niccol6 praised in the first and 1^1 of tb( 
sonnets is the Niccol6 (Salinibenl or Buonsignori) whom Dm 
metllions as having "first discovered the r-*- -' " 

Symonds' Sblshts and Sludits in /laly and Grtect. vol, iii. 

P. 78, 1. 6. The true readine is: chc faima figlioli iti 
Priam, "-'•" — ~ '— -' *'— ^^ — "■ -- ■•-" - — ' 
the Artht 

P. 85. In this second series the scene shifts fram Siena 
Florence. The Carlo dl Messer Guetra Cavicduoli. to wbi 
it is addressed, served the Republic of San Ganiipiano 
condotliere in a war against Vollerra in 1308. 

P. go. Guido delle Colonne was writing tn 11170 and S 
living after laSB. He wrote the Histaria Trefatvl, wfaiob M 
iranslBled into Middle- English, and visited Kngland in II 
train of Edward I. on the lalter's return from the Cmsada 
He is meniioned with praise by Chaucer in the Homse q^ Fa* 
(iii. 379) and by Dante in the £*; fvlgari £lBqiienliat-«^t\yXlt 
the opening line of this canzone twice (i. 19, ii. j). Guido 
generally known as the Judge of Mes^na (called so by DanM 
"leZfe *'.fi.),from the office he held in the latter part of bis IM 



Pp. 90-99. Nothing is known of these poets s 
names. Gaspary snggests that '* Rugieri d'Amici is 
the same Rogerlus de Amicis whom Frederick II. 1 



to Saracen princes." 

P. loi. RuBiico di Filippo was a Florentine and die 
about 1270. "The writings of this Tuscan poet {called "'"' 
Ruslico Barbuto) show signs oFmore vigour and versatililT 
was common in his day, and he probably b^ao writin|r|| 
[talian verse even before many of those already meniioned. f' 
his old age, he. though a Ghibelline, received the dediceticM 1 
the Ttsorello from the Guelf Brunetto Lalini, who there p^ 
him uniualified homage for surpassing worth in peacs and WJ 
It is strange that more should not be known TcgsrdinE I* 
doubtless remarkable man. His compofyi\\oiiB tav* stmoethn 
much humour, and on ihewho^ coivveij ttie im^iisSiaa*' 
aciire and energelic nalure." — Sossetti. 
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' Tie person to whom ihe Ttsorello ia thus dedicated is pto- 
bsbly King Alfonso X. or Castile. There is a confusion with the 
fOuete/ta, a. poetical epistle addressed by Brunetto to Rustics, 
r P. io6. Tommaso Bucciola, or BuzEUolai usuaJlysimpiystyled 
Tommaso da Faeniw. is recorded by Dante [Di V.B. . i. 14) as 
Laving rejected the dialect of Faenia for a more ideal and 
AOUrtly lalian. He was a contemporary of Dante's youth, and 
CnSaged in poelieal correspondence with Dante da Maiano. 

- Pp. 107-110. These poets, of whom practically nothing is 
known, flourished in the second half of the thirteenlh cenlury. 

P. III. Francesco da Barberino, born of a noble family in 
Ibe ValdelM in 1264, died in Florence during the Plague of 1348. 
" or the two works which Barberino has lefi , one bears Ihe title 
H Docatntnli £ Amort, literally 'Documents of Love,' but 
perhaps more properly rendered as ' Laws of Courtesy ' ; 
fchila the other is called Dtl Me^menla e dei Costnmi delle 
•Dennc, ' Of the Govemmcni and Conduct of Women.' They 
inay be described, in the main, as manuals of good breeding, 
<W social chivalry, Ihe one for men and the other for women. 
Mixed with vagueness, tediousness, and not seldom with artless 
absurdity, Ihey contain much ^mple wisdom, much curiouS 
Hecord of manners, and (as my specimens show) occasional 
poetic sweetness or power, (hough these last are far from being 
their most prominent merits. The first-named treatise, bow- 
iter, has much more of such qualities than Ihe second ; and 
Innlains. moreover, passages of homely humour which startle 
hy then- truth as if written yesterday. Al the same lime, the 
■econd book is quite as well worth reading, for the sake of its 
«tilhoritative minuleness in matters which ladies, nowadays, 
would probably consider their own undisputed region ; and also 
toe the quaint gmvily of certain surprising prose anecdotes of 
real life, with which it is interspersed," — Rosselti. 

P. 118. Fanio degli Uberti. the great-grandson of Farinata 
{Inferno. i.|, was born in eiileal Pisa m the first decade of 
tbe fourteenth century. He passed most of his youth at the 
Courts of various despots in Lorabardy, and the latter part of 
hishfein trayelling. He wrote love-poems for a certain Angiolk 
of Verona and for Ghidola Malaspina, and superb political 
Iwics giving expression 10 the new patriotic Ghibellin ism of Italy. 
Be died after 1368. The canione here translated has some- 
limes (obviously erroneoualy) been ascribed to Danta : — 
' ■ ' This contested canMne is well worth fighting for ; and the 
irtctor would deserve to receive his prize at the hands of a 
peerlesstjueenof Beauty, for never was beauty better described. 
I believe we may decide that Ihe trtumph belongs by right 10 

- " An exile by inheritance, Fario sfems lo have aca,tuced te5t- 
JcM lasfes : and in the latter years ol \\\s \ile i,iAvwi\ ■"■as, ^"i- 

toaged to old age), he travelled over a. gica.\ ^ai't <A ■?.>mq'4«-. 
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and coiDPOsed his long poem entitled // Ditlamoitda — ' The 
Song of Ibe World,' or, more exactly, ' Words of Ihe World.' 
This wocic, though by no nusn^ conlemptiblc in point of encik 
tion, certainl); falls far short of its conception, which is agrairf 
one ; the topics of which it treats in great measure — geographf^ 
and natoral history —rendering it in those days the nauve h(HDI 
of all credulities and monstrosilie;. Id scheme it was intetukd 
as an earthly parallel to Dante's Sacred Poem, doing for 
world what he did for the other. At Faiio's death il reroa ... 
unfinished, but I should think by very little ; the plan of Um 
work seeming in the main accomplished. The whole — ■"- '— ' 
rather all that was then known of it) is traversed— it 
and its history— ending with the Holy Land, and thus _ _ 

Atan's world as near as mny be to God's ; that is. lo Ihe poin 
at which Dante's ofhce begins. No conception could wdl b» 
nobler, or worthier even now of being dealt with by a. g>Mt' 
master. To the work of such a man.Faiio's work might ulbid. 
stich first materials as have usually been furnished beforebandl 
lo Ihe greatest poets by some unconscious steward."— AeutffJ. 
P. laS. Franco Saccbetti "is the earliest Italian '* 
writes Rosselti, " with whom playfulness is the chief ch 
istic \ for even with Boccaccio, in his poetry, this is hardljr tin 
case." Franco di Benci Saccheiii. born about 1330 of a noUg 
Florentine Guelf family, devoted himself to commerce, playei 
a not unimportant pan in (he politics of the RepuUic, and 

died in 140D, He was a man of spotless c"- " ' 

patriotism. His writings include poems h 

laled, written for music, patriotic and olhercanioni.a collectkia 

of three hundred nmitlli, and evangelical sermons. His poetf] 

is the last lyrical uf— • "•- ■" ~~ "^ ' ■■- 

himself seemed to n 
death of Boccaccio, 



" It may be noted here how necessary a knowledge at t 
Vita Nueva is to the full coro prehension of the pan borne . 
Beatrice in the Comvudia. Moreover, it is only from t 
perusal of its earliest and then undivulged self-commiuui 
Ihal we can divitie the whole bitterness of wrong 10 such ast 
as Dante's, its poignant sense of abandonment, or its deep ai 
jealous refuge in memory. Above all. it is here that we fi 
Ihe first manifestations of that wisdom of obedience, 
natural breath of duly, which afterwards, in the ^ 
lifted up a mighty voice for warning and lesiimony. 
out the Vita Numia Ihere is a strain like the firslfalling 
wbicb leacbes Hie ear in some remote meadow, and 1 
as to look upon (he sea, 
" Boccaccio, in his ' Life of Dame.' veWs la 'C^iav 
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BBoet, in liter life, was ashamed of ihis work of bis youlh. 
jDcb a slaiemcni hardly seems recoDcilable with tbc allusions 
a il made or implied in [be Cetnmtdia ; but it is tme that Ihe 
fSia Nuova is a book which only youth could have produced. 
~d which must chiefly remain sacred lo the young ; to eacb 
whom tbe figure of Beatrice, less lifelike than lovelike^ will 
im Ihe friend of bis own heart, "—^flfur/rt. 
P. 13S. Dante, who certainly could not read Homer in Ihe 
Briginal, found ibis quotation cited in a Latin translation of 
Aristotle [Nic. Eik.. Bk, VII.). 

.■ Pp. 143. 146, These conipositions are whitt tbc Italians call 
"juble sonnets. 'I"heir rhyme-arrangement in the original is 
aBAaB: AaBAaB; CDdC, DCcD. andAaBBbA: 
aBBbA; CUdC, CDdC, respectively. 
■ P. 152. This poem is n Baliata, a species of compmilion 
inwnted by ibe Tuscans in the thirteenth century, and also 
i(tfled the cantoiu a iaiio, as distinguished from the laniane 
'itistesa. Ihe true coniDue or ode. 
IP. iSi, n. I. "Grammai'," with Dante, is merely a technical 
' n for "Latin." 

■p. 183. 183. The more usual reading of the line from 
xa.Phars. i. 44, is: Maltum Roma tamea dcbtt civilibu! 
lis. Dr. Moore bas pointed out that Dante's Auono Omtro, 
ch Rossetti renders "(he excellent Homer," is a reminis- 
ce of Horace (An Pintica, 1. 359), bonus dormital Nimervs. 
'. 187. We should probably read ^raiifl for /ta^in linesi ; 

iifarti ntlla prima am del nana giorno del mese." The real 
dnleof Beatrice's death, as Dr. Mooie bas shown, was June 8th. 
P, BOO, n. This suggestion about Gemma finds no lavour 
with Dante scholars to-day. 

P. 103. ■' About this time, it happened. " The right reading 
of this passage is : " After this tribulation, it bappened (in 
that season when many people go 10 behold that blessed image 

' vhich Jesus Christ left 10 us as eiample of His most beauteous 
Hce, which my Lady sees in glory), that some pilgrims were 

■ passing." The reading mo/ta genu va, instead of andava, 
•bows that Dante refers lo one of the ordinary pilgrimages at 
the limes when the Veronica was exhibited to Ihe jaitbful, and 
not 10 any special occasbn like that of the Jubilee. 
I P. ao7. The most probable dale for Ihe completion of the 
■Vita Numa is between 1393 and 1295. This wonderful vision 
bas probably no connection with the year of Julnlee, and can, 
U the most, only be laken as some dim forelaste of that 
■ipreme ecstatic pilgiimage which, in after years, Dante 
■eigned 10 Ihe last year of the thirteenth century. 
I P. any, n. 1, For " concluding." it would peiha.^ t* V»».'u« 
Is/Bod "be£inning,"aslhe letter appears 1.0 XfflseaKonwj™™^ 

yn//a Best iaslalmenl of the faradiw. 
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P. aoS. The Aft^ier Bninellc of ihJE soniiel is doI Bnine* 
Lalini, but Belto Dnitiellescbi, Ihe leader of Ihe gay fdlawdi 
who desiired ibc company of Guido Cavalcaitti in Boccacdo 
well-known novella {OicaiHtnjH, vi. 9). The attribulioo I 
Dante Is highl)' quesiionahle, and it is doubtful what worb' 
meant by this " hllle maid " {fultellena), who 13 most ceiUin 
not the nta Naitva. 

PP- " 



by Ci no da Pistois. 

P. 313. This very beautiful cancone (Oxford Dantt, CA: 
xvii.) U now known 10 be an imtlalion of Uonle by a la 
Florentine poei. Jacopo CECchi. 

P. 314. Sonnet vii. is spurloQS. 

Pp. 315, 317, 3ig, Oxford Dantl. Sonetti iiiiv., ilvi., ui 

P. 33a This Seslina {Oxford Dante, Seatina I. ; Dt V.. 
ii. lOf 13) is an eu-mple of a curious group of Dantesc 
canioni playing upon [he word fittra. or slone. If tbey w 
inspired by a lady named Pietra (which has been mainUim 
but is open to queslion). she was not Pielra degli Scrovlgr' 
who was probably not bom when these poems weic written. 

P. 331. This fine sonnet (Oxford Danle, iiiiii.}. to which 
a later edition Rossetti gave Ibe title, " A Curse for a FniilliB 
Love," is probably by Cino da Pistda. 

P. aas. Guido Cavalcanti, whom Dime calls ■■ Ihe first << 
my friends," and 10 whom the Vila Nuava was dedicated, wa> 
bom in Ihe Kftiea of the thirteenth century. His father, CtatS- 
cuila Cavalcanti, Is placed by the divine poel in Hell amoor 
the Epicureans and Sceptics [Inftrno. x.), b^ the side m 
Farinata degli Uberti, to whose daughter. Beatrice, Guido «A 
betrothed in 1167, in one of Ihe vain attempts to brinf abdot 
a reconciliation between the rival parties. The Cavalcaitti w — "* 
Guelfs. When the Guelfs split into Bianchi and Ki 
Whiles and Blacks, Guido adhered to Ihe furmer. and woi 
deadly enemy of Corso Donati, who tried to have him assai 
naled on a pilgrimage which he took lo Compottela, tn WbV 
however, he turned back after reaching Toulouse. Guido 1 
among the factious magnates who *rere put under bounds 
June, 1300, when Dante was one of the Priors ; he conlraci 
malarial fever at Sarzana and returned lo Florence in Augurt^ 
after Dante's term of office was over, only lo die at the ami o( 
the month. There is a whole literature to discuss the meani 
of Dame's statement that Guido "perchance held Virgt! 
disdain " (Inferno, x, 63) and the precise iuterpretalion of I 
elder poel's rebuke to Dante for his mode of life after I 
death of Beatrice (present edition, p. 347). In hit ntse 
Srst cetebratea his love for a fait Rotentine, G«i*anna, 
Piimavern because of her coinc\it«sa ^V.N.. % »^. 
edition, pp. 17B, 179; a ballala in bet' 



nCarakanti, 
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in ihe Oxford Dante, ballala iv., Freica rtia 
saw al Toulouse. 
Hil besl modern editor will only admit two canioni— a famous 
one on Ibe philosophy of love. Donna me frtga ferctC to vegHo 
rfire (in answer to a sonnet by Guido Orlandi), and aoolber de- 
cidedly more poetical , /o nun ;t«iiRii'a ckt lo cor giammai (VatL 
rotraer is cited by Dante, De V.B., n. la, but neither is trans- 
lated by RoEseIti) — thirteen baliate and thirty-eigbt sonnets as 
authentic. One of the best-known stories of the Decameron 
(vL 9) represents him wandering among the lombs near the 
Baplialery, absorbed in philosophic speculalion. pleasantly 
evading the endeavours of Messer Betto Brunelleschi and his 
gay companions <o engage him with sport and banter. Of his 
^contemporaries. Dino Compagni describes him as "full of 
I eourage and courtesy, but disdainful, solitary, and devoted to 
«l»dy,"and Giovanni Villani calls him "a man, as in philo- 
' Kipby. so in many things, deeply versed ; but therewithal too 
I bslldious and prone to lake ofience." 

I " He seems to have been in all things of thai fiifol and 
r lAement nature which would impress oUiers always strongly, 
" but often in opposite ways. Self-reliant pride gave its colour 
M all his moods, malting his exploits as a soldier frequently 
abortive through the headslrong ardour of partisanship, and 
causing Ihe perversity of a logician to prevail in much of bis 
amorous poetry. The writings of his contemporaries, as well 
as bis own, lend to show him rash in war, fickle in iove, and 
presumptuous in belief; but also, by the same concurrent 
testimony, he was distinguished by great personal beauty, high 
I. accomplisbments of all kinds, and daring nobility cj souL 



:lhy. for all the weakness of his sirenglh. 10 have 
" "■ ■ ■ ■ ■ first friend of 



. Nol nnwi , 
[ bnn Ihe object of DanlE 
,. Us youth, and his precursor and fellow-lnboui 
dfltalian Poetry."— ^ejwW. 

Pp. 325. 3a6. The devotion to the miractilous Madonna of 
Sm Micbele in Ono began in 1392. and was at lirst opposed 
by Ihe Franciscans and Dominicans. Guido Cavalcanti strikes 
only at the former, but Guido Orlandi in his answer, which is a 
:40uble sonnet and nol a madrigal, defends both orders. The 
Kalian text ends : — 

Li fra Minorl sanno la divina 
e de la fedc son difenditori 



e Latin Scripture ; and Ibe 
thEFa.iHi' - - - •■- 

a the right readmg o' 
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there is no mention of Beatrice in this sonnet [O^ori 
Dante, ijaii.). Lines 9-10 should nin ; E munna VaniKt I 
aontia Lagia foi. con quella ck i sal nuvuro del Irtnta. Tb* 
three ladies are Urns VanoB, Lagia, and " her the thirtieth on 
my roll," who is evidently not Lagia. (as bitheilo supposed), bin 
the lirst of the [wo ladies of whom Dante made a screen to hide 
bis love fOT Beatrice — the sonnet being one of the '■divers 
rhymes " in honour of this lady that he tells us he made for his 
better security, to keep his secret concealed. 

P. 333. The Italian of line 11 of this sonnet is u ionna cki 
id dentro sim rgHdvta. where renduta has the meaning uf 
" consecrated" rather than "lost." 

P. S36. This composition is not, strictly speaking, a liallala, 
but an isolated slania of a canzone. 

P. 214. Dino Compagni, (he author of the famous Chronicle 
of Florence, in which both Guido Caialcanti and himself figure, 
wrote a few lyrics, and L inlelligtnsa, an allegorical poem in 
nona rima, is also ascribed to him. After his vain attempts in 
office and outofoflice 10 a)lay the factions, Dino, in the triiunph 
of the Blacks, escaped proscription by pleading a law whereby 
those citizens who had served in the Signoria were exempt from 
prosecution for twelve months after they had left office. He 
died in 1324. 

P. 950. In the later editions of Daute and Mis CircU. Rossetti 
ascribes this sonnet to Cecco Angiolieri, It aceiai, howcvei, 
fairly certain that his original attribution of il to Guido Cavalcanti 
is the right one. The name " Beltina" can hanlly be identified 
with " Becchina," and the sonnet is a humorous address ID a 
town friend who has just taken a place in the country. 

P. 251. Thissonnet(iiiiv.)isaddressednot to Boniface Vill., 
but to Guido's kinsman, Nero Cavalcanti, who. In 1B93, was 
leading the Cavalcanti in a feud a^inst the Buonddmonti, 
RoESetli may surely be excused for this curious misunderstand- 
ing of the poem, when even Guido's best Italian editor confesses 
himself unable to trace the allusion contained in the last three 

Pp. 353-261. These four cansoni are no longer ascribed b)> 
Italian scholars to Guido Cavalcanti. No. ixvi. js perhaps )>j 
Menghino Mezzano of Ravenna; No. xivii. is doubtfully aim- 
bated to Fazio degli UbertJ ; the authorship of Nos. uviii. and 
xiii. is unknown, but Ihey are certainly of a later epoch than 
Guido's. 

P. 264. As already mentioned, it is doubtful whether Cim 
Piatoia or Terino da Caslel Fiorentino wrote this sont " 

To Dante's friendsliip with Cino da Pisloia (who is 

lioned anywhere in the Oivina Comnudia] the Ot Fajfarf J 
S^iiealia is Ibe literary monumenl, w^irae ^Ik divine n*** 
refers to himself, witlioul a name, simpVj aa v^e ti\En& t* •■ 
f^tr f^.£., i. 10. I 17, ii. 2, ii. 5. "■ <)V «.e cjhj " " ' 



mperor s 



canzone here translated (p. 265) on Ihe death o( Beauice with 
I the second canzoae of Ihe Conviniu. Amor clu nella mtntt mi 
f-n^ginna, the "amorous song" which Casella slogs on the 

!Bio«s of Purgalory (Z»e K.£,, ii. 6, Purg. li. iia). The 
JMlhentidty of the Latin letter, apparently addressed by Dante | 
to Cino {Episl. iv.), bas been questioned, liut it is probably I 
gentiine. Cino, or Cuittondno, de Sinibuldi was equally fomoua | 
I as a poel and as a writer and lecturer on jurispruilence. He 1 
I' was born at Pistola about 1170, and died in 132^ or 1327. He 
j married Majgherlta degh Ughi, who bore him five chiliben ; the 
Selvaggia of most of bis lose-poems is supposed to be Selvaggia 
Ids' Vergiolesi, the daughter of Filippo de' Vergiolesi, one of ' 
. Ihe leaders of the Whiles in Pisloia, and to have died in I 
exile on (he Monte deila Sambuca in the Apennines. Id I 
spile of the old tradition to the conlraty (still very often re- I 

EUack Guelf. was exiled from Pistoia in 1301, and retamed in , 
1307. when he was tnuch employed by the tiinmphant Blacks, 
Ctatbeadventof Henry of Luxemburg, the poet appears to have 
thrown in his lot with the Clnbellines, and be liewaited the 
's death in Iwo noble canioni. But to the end of bis 
ijoyed fame and prosperity in his native dly, and in 
uLuci-^ wi^re he taught and lectured. He lived long enough to 
be lamented in a sonnet by Pelrarcb, by whom and 1^ Boccaccio 
he is highly praised as a poet. He lies boried in a tomb by the 
Sienese sculptor, Cellino di Nese (on which he Is represented 
lecturing, surrounded by his pupils), in Ihe Duomo of Pistoia. 
" Messet Cino de' Sinibuldi," writes Rossetti, " was a prosperous 
man, oF whom we have ample records, from the details of his 
examinations as a student, to the inventory oF his effects after 
death, and the curious items of his funeral expenses. Of his I 
claims as a poet it may be said that he filled creditably the 
interval which elapsed between the death of Dante and the full 
blaze of Petrarch's success." 

P. 374. Tbis sonnet is not by Cino. 

P. 376. Dante da Maiano was an older contemporary of 
Danle Alighieri, and wrote also in Provenfal, Save the legend 
of his love for Nina of Sicily, whom he never saw. prncticallj 
nothing is known of hiin, and his very existence has been some- 
times questioned. 

'■ Most literary circles havelbdr prodigal, or what in modem 
phrase might be called thrar 'scamp" ; and among our Danteans 
this place is indisputably filled by Cecco Angiolieri, of Siena. 
Nearly all his saanels (and no other pieces by him have been 
preserved) relate either to an unnatural haired of his father, or I 
to an inblualed love for the daughter of a shoemaker, a certain 
married Becchina. It would appear that Cecco was probably 
enamoured of her before her marriage as vid\ a.s aivws-isfta, 
and are may surmise that his raticovu as.a\n!A^is ^sjSvm tosb^ 
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bave been partly dependcnl, in ike Rist inataiu . 
agreemeiils arising fioro such a conneclion. However. Iro» I 
an amusing and lifolike siory jo tha Zkcamfnvi (Giar. i 
Nov. 4,J we 1«am that on one occasion Cecco^s falfa — — 
him six months' aUowance in advance, in order thai h 
proceed to the Mnrca d'Ancona and join Ibe suite o( 
Legate who was his patron ; which looks, after all, i 
father had some care of his graceless son. The atoty 
to relate how Ceeoo (whom Bocciccio describes as 3 la 
and wGll-tffed man) was induced (0 take with him at his 
a fellow-gamester, with whom he bad formed aninlimacyp 
on acDount of the hatred whidi each o( the two bote b'~ 
father, (hough in other respects they had but lillle in coi 
The resoll was that this fedlow, dunnj; the journey, while Cscto 
was oaleap at Buanconvenlo, look all his money and lost it bi 
the gaming-lable, and aQerwords managed by an adroit trick 
la get posses^n of hi^ horse and clothes, leaving him nothing | j 
but his shirt, Cecco then, ashamed to return to Siena. iB«dt: 
his way, ID a borrowed suit and mounted on bis servant's son 
back, to Corsignano, where he had lelalions; Bad (here i 

bim a. remittance of money. Boccaccio seems to say io oon 
sion, that Cecco nllimalely had his revenge an the thieC 

" Muiy both of Ceccos love-sonnels and hale>soiinela 
very tepubive ftora their display of powers perverted often 1 
base uses ; u4iile it is impossible not to feci some pity Cor l) 
indications ihey contain of self-sought poverty, unhappiner 
and naCoral bent to ruin. Altogeth^ they have too nui 
oirious individualily to allow of their being omitted bei 
Their bamaur is sometimes strong, if not well chosen ; Ibi 
passion always forcible from its evident reality : nor indeed 
the sonnet which stands fourth among my irnnslations deig 
of a certain delicacy. This quality is also to be discerned i 

interest: but it must be conressed tbat for the most pan 
sentiments expressed in Cecco's poetry are either impiou 
licentious. Most of the sonnets of his which are in print are 
given ; the selections concluding with m exlraOTdinary cm 
which he proposes a sort of murderous crusade against all I 
who hate their fathers. This 1 bave placed la^ (exclusive ]f 
the sonnet to Danle in eiile) in order to give the » *" "- 
boneSl of the possitnlity that it was written last, ai 
expressed a still rather blood-thirsty contrition ; betontjint i 
best , 1 fear, to the content of self-indulgeitce when he cu 
to enjoy his father's inheritance. Bm most Ultely it is to I 
received as the expression of impudence alone, unleai pcrb*] 
afbypocrisf. " — Rosictii. ^ 

The Srst sonnet (x.), on p. 365,isr«Atea.\\ia.iia.«»ri«.iilli| 
iind upon Danle. The right leadVng ol 'toe Qperoni'nwa 
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i£assar w' la limare di Bichina. DanU Alighieri. e dtr del 
tlurisaiUo .• " I will leave off my singiog of Becchina, Danle 
Alighieri, and lelJ of Ihe MEUShaL" II is agEtinsl Ihis MarsbaJ 
— Diego della Ratta, who caminaDded ihe Catalan mercenaries 
in Florence in ibe name of the King of Na^e3. and wbose 
unsavoury amours are recorded by Boccaccio (DaamtrQn, vl. 3) 
—thai (lie whole satire of Ihe sonnet is directed, though it is 
not quite dear why Cecco chose Dante as bis confidant in Ihe 
nialter, ualess he knew that tbe latter was even then engaged 
upon the In/ana. 

"Leaving 10 his fate (whatever Ihat may have been) the 
Scamp of Dante's Circle, I must risk Ibe charge of a confirmed 
taste for slang by describing Guido Orlandi as its Bore. No 
other word could present hlin so fully. Very few pieces of his 
exist besides tbe live 1 have given. lu one of these {p. 393), 
be rails against his political adversaries ; in three (pp. E36. 240, 
ayfl), falls foul of his brother poets ; and in the remaining one 
(p. 346), seems soioewhal appeased (I think) by a judicious 
morsel of flattery. I have already refened to ■ sonnet of his 
ivhldi is said to have led to the composition of Guido Caval- 
canti's Canzone on tbe Nature of Love. He has another 
sonnet beginning, 'Per iroppa sottigliania 11 fii si rompe,' in 
which he ia eeruinly enjoying a Ring at somebody, and I 
suspect at Cavalcanti in rejoinder to the very poem which he 
himself bad instigated. If so, this stamps him a master-critic 
of the deepest initiation. Of his life nothing is recorded ; but 
no wish perhaps need be fell to know much of him. as one 
would probably have dropped his acquaintance. We may be 
obliged to him, however, for his character of Guido Cavalcanti 
(at p. =40), which is boldly and vividly drawm." — RassetH. 

P. 294. This poem is, strictly speakmg, not a madrigal, but a 
prolonged double sonnet, having in the Italian Ihe structure 
AaBBbA, AaBBbA, CdDD. DdUC. EE. 

Lapo Gianni de' Ricevuti was a Florentine notary, »1io was 
associaied politically with Danle during his priorale. He died 
in 1328. In the De Vulgari Elaquentia (i. 13), Dante links 
Lapo with Guido Cavalcanti, another Florentine [f.t. himself), 
and Cino da Pisloia. as the only Tuscan poets who understand 
the eicellence of the vernacular. The beauty of tbe two pieces 
that Rossetti has here translated needs no comment. 

P. 297. According to the remarkable story told by Boccaccio, 
it was through Dino Krcseobaldi that Dante in exile recovered 
the MS. which he had left behind bim at Florence : tbe MS. 
which may have been that of Ihe first seven cantos of the 
Ai/irHo in an earlier version. " Beyond this great fact ofDino's 
UX^i" writes Rosseiti, "which, perhaps, hardly occupied a day 

ft; Ihere is no news to he gleaned of him," Boc<itt.\o ca!&. 
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P. 39S. Tbae seems no reait 
1336)1 l)ie greal Florentine pain 
a personal friend of Dante s, tl „ 

whether the famous ponrait of theipoel is realty from his hand ; 
■' The reader will not need [0 be reminded of Giollo's ponrail 
of the ymilhrul Dante, painied in the Bargello at Florence, Ibim 
the chapel of the Podesti. Iliis is the author of the Fila 
Nuava. Thai other portrait shown us in the posthumous madi 
— a face dead in eiile after the death of hope — should front the 
first page of the Sacred Poem 10 which heaven and earth had 
set their hands; but which might never bring him back 10 
Florence, though it had made him haggard for many years.*'— . 
Jfoattli. 

Rossetii suggests thai this canione on il 
lary poverty — the only eKtant poem by Giotto — wa 
a sort of safety-valve for the painter's true fet 
engMed upon the fresco at Assisi of the mysticj 
St. Francis with Poverty. "At any rate, it af 
proof of the strong common-sense and tiu'n for bur 
accounts attribute to Giotto." 

P. 301. " This one sonnet is all vra know of ils a 
his name." — Rasseili. 

Pp. 30a, 303. Oxford Dante, Sonnet xxxvii. ' 
rinossonnet^s great value; as Dante's answer toil efiablesMI 
lo wind up this series with the name of its great chief I i 
indeed, with what would almost seem to have been his 
utterance in poetry, at Ihat supreme juncture when he — 

as at last he neared the very home — 

' Of Love which sways the sun and all the stars.' " ' 

—l/tuseiH, 
Since Rosselti wrote, a number of other poems by Giovaj 
Quirino have been brought to light, and his relations with Dai 
are at present being closely studied by Italian scholars, 
was a Venetian poet and scholar, who appeals to have b 
correspondence with Dante at intervals throughout the Is 
life. Alter Danie's death, be wrote a sonnet in defence of I 
memory against the attacks of Cecco d'Ascoli, and another. 
Can Grande della Scala, urging him to make no delay in bai 
the concluding cantos of the ParadUo published. 

1 The last line of the ParaAho (Cayley's translation). 
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